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Why Every Christian

Should Read This Book

"IT IS a book of real power.

"IT IS wrought out of a long and deeply spiritual ex

perience.

'T IS a veritable book of life.
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Chapter of our best devotional writers.”
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AUTHOR'S FOREWORD

HE author distinctly disclaims

any purpose or intention to

set forth a new “revelation”

as to the character of the

world to come. The jour

ney “Through Gates of Pearl” was purely

mental. The beginning of it was a dream,

much more complex and continuous than

most dreams are. Indeed, the dream grew

into a series of dreams or visions, following

a protracted illness. During a long period

of convalescence, in which the physical senses

were dull and the spiritual senses of prayer

and faith were acute, with little of earthly

care to occupy the thought, it is not strange

that the mind wandered far into the realm of

what may be.

The author is not unacquainted with books

 

[5]



Author's Foreword

which purport to describe similar dreams or

visions. She believes, however, that she is

not indebted to any one of them for any

suggestion as to what may lie beyond the

hawthorn hedge of death. Rather, she is

indebted first of all to Scriptural symbols by

which inspired writers have sought to convey

to human minds, without satisfying mere

curiosity, some concrete notion of the reality

and the beauty of the Father's many-man

sioned Home. Next, she has borrowed freely

from the hymnology and poetry of the Future

Life such figures of speech as lend themselves

to synthetic expansion. Finally, she has

taken counsel of her musings in those sacred

hours of grace-sustained sorrow in which the

Spirit of God, the blessed Comforter, leads

the submissive mind by streams of healing

and into pastures of rest.

It is no violent act of the imagination to

see pictures in the firelight, castles and

palaces in the sunset clouds, and cities on

the mirage-haunted rim of the desert. The
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Author's Foreword

author does not mean to say that all that she

has here described has no more solid foun

dation than in mere fancy. Heaven is no

mirage of a fevered brain. The City of God,

which we are bidden to seek, exists as cer

tainly as New York or Paris or Peking. The

Apostle John saw it, and a good portion of

the last Book of the Canon is devoted to

word-pictures of the place.

Augustine, amidst the wreck of an old

civilization, dreamed his dream of the City

of God. As earth grew dim before his eyes,

its treasures turning to dust, its golden fruit

to ashes, God comforted him with thoughts

of the City immovable and eternal. As years

go by, and age comes on, and the worn gar

ment of the flesh, already threadbare at the

fringes, rests more lightly upon the spirit,

the soul, forever asking “What lies beyond

this rim of silence and of dark?” is not with

out light and leading.

Of one thing we may be sure: that though

our imagination may fail in attempting to
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Author's Foreword

put into words the visions of our most nearly

inspired moments, the Spirit World, the

Other Room, where the ascended Christ

sitteth at the right hand of the Father, and

where our Beloved are, “until the day break

and the shadows flee away,” is not less

beautiful than human minds have pictured

it. “Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard,

neither hath entered into the heart of man,

the things which God hath prepared for them

that love him. But God hath revealed them

unto us by his Spirit.”

A. A.
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I

“A PILGRIM OF THE INFINITE"

HAVE been on a long

journey. I seemed to hear

through an open window, at

evening, the voice of One I

#|| knew, though I could not call

His Name, saying, “Rise up, my love, my fair

one, and come away.” I cried, “Tell me,

O Thou whom my soul loveth, where Thou

feedest; where Thou makest Thy flock to

rest at noon; for sweet is Thy voice, and

Thy countenance is comely.” But there was

silence. At last there came a time of dark

ness. It lasted many days. Neither sun

nor stars appeared to illumine my sky. The

darkness was so dense I could feel it—it was

blackness. Storms raged. Within my heart

there was a tempest. One day, or night—I

know not which—I fell into a slumber, and
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while I slept I journeyed far, but not without

a guide. One came, angel or archangel, ser

aph or cherub, and, enfolding me in wings

of wondrous softness, white as virgin snow,

bore me to the edge of a river, on which I

stood while fear filled my heart at the sight

of a stream so wide and apparently so deep.

I have been afraid of deep waters since an

experience in my childhood in which a sister

of mine was in imminent peril of drowning.

Perhaps the mystery of the river I now saw,

and awe, as I looked at my unearthly guide,

caused me to tremble. I had no words to

speak my fear, but the guide seemed to read

my mind and, as if answering a question,

he spoke with comforting tenderness and

reassuring confidence, “This river is not

what it once was; One passed over it not

long ago, the touch of whose feet calmed its

turbulence and cleared its current. This is

His fording-place. It is quite safe for those

who follow Him.”

Taking my hand, my guide led me across.
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“A Pilgrim of the Infinite”

On the other side I glanced down at my feet,

and apparently the water had not touched

them. I looked back at the river, and it was

not so wide as it had appeared. In truth it

was no more than a brook. I heard its mu

sical murmur and ere long that sound, sweet

est of all earthly sounds, except, it may be,

the tones of the human voice, seemed to be

articulate. I heard words as if from a far-off

invisible choir. The music of the brook was

as the faint accompaniment of harps. The

words were familiar, though the melody was

not: “O death, where is thy sting? O

grave, where is thy victory?”

The music died away upon my ears, and

in its stead I became aware of fragrance.

The fragrance grew faint and in its place was

radiance. “Is it possible,” I said to myself,

“that sight and sound and fragrance are

only different forms of the same force, just

as electricity may manifest itself as light or

power or heat?” While I was wondering,

the radiance dissolved, or, I should say, re
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Through Gates of Pearl

solved itself into a number of luminous

clouds, and these in turn revealed them

selves to me as vehicles. I must not call

them chariots, or cars. They were winged

rather than with wheels, and I had at once

an impression of vast power and almost in

conceivable rapidity.

My guide led me to one of these vehicles

—whether car, chariot or ship, I know not

what name to give it—and we began to

move through space. The motion was not

unlike that of flight. Aeronauts speak of the

feeling of elation as they mount into the up

per air. Something of this I felt, victory

over space and time, strange freedom from

the limitations of weight. The ease of the

motion most impressed me. It was as effort

less as light or thought. Upward we sped

through pathless blue, past the blazing fur

naces of a thousand suns, across the orbits

of gleaming comets which left in their wake

trails of silvery dust. I marked a burning

world, and many, many globes in which the
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fires had become extinct; they looked like

our moon seen through a telescope, a charred

and shadowy mass. My guide said, “These

worlds have fulfilled their mission; once they

were peopled with intelligences; their inhab

itants now occupy another sphere. In ages

yet to come these stars may be inhabited

again, but not until after unimaginable

changes. Star will clash against star, and

sun will kindle sun, and life will have its be

ginning again on renewed planets, which in

turn will run their course and die.”

Familiar to my mind was the phrase, “The

music of the spheres.” The Psalmist has

said, “Thou makest the outgoings of the

morning and the evening to rejoice.” I

have always understood this to mean that

light in its swift flight from star to star makes

music of its own, and I have believed that if

our senses were sufficiently acute, we might

hear the music of the spheres. Now I heard

music; it was the harmony of heavenly

bodies, keeping stately step on their ap
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pointed march through the sky. It was the

symphony of the universe. Every constel

lation was like a group of instruments in an

infinite orchestra. This music was both

harmony and melody, and it was not with

out its words. I heard with great distinct

ness, and the music that accompanied the

song had all the sweetness and the volume

of innumerable harps, “The heavens declare

the glory of God; and the firmament show

eth His handiwork.”

I looked for familiar constellations, stars I

had grown to love. There were the Pleiades,

not “glistening in mellow shade,” but vastly

more brilliant than I had ever seen them

from the earth, yet occupying the same rela

tions to one another. Yonder shone Perseus.

The variations in Algol were much more

obvious than I had ever observed before.

The double stars in the Lyre were plainly

double, the Twins being at a considerable

distance apart from each other, the one light

red, the other pale blue. I knew, apparently
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by intuition, the Southern Cross and other

constellations of the celestial hemisphere

with which I was unfamiliar. “How many

of these countless worlds,” I asked my guide,

“are like the earth, inhabited by intelligent

and self-conscious beings?” And yet I did

not ask the question aloud. My lips uttered

no words. I simply thought the interroga

tion, and by some strange faculty of thought

reading my guide knew the working of my

mind, and addressed himself to my inquiry.

“Every solar system,” he said, “has its

planets. These are in various states of de

velopment. Some are in process of prepara

tion for life. Others are worn out.” Point

ing to an orb that hung suspended in that

quarter of the heavens in which Arcturus was

the most brilliant visible object, evidently a

satellite of that great sun, he said, “Yonder

is a planet peopled by a race still in its in

fancy.” I looked towards Sirius, and my

guide followed my glance. Pointing in that

direction, he continued, “Yonder lies one of

[19]
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the oldest of inhabited worlds. The race on

that ancient planet, which derives its light

from Sirius, is near its end.”

(I know not how long our flight lasted.

It may have been an hour, a day, or a week.

Time seemed not to exist for me, nor did the

vastness of the universe through which we

passed impress me then as my memory of

it has impressed me since. In dreams, we

seem to lose the sense of wonder. The

strangest phenomena are commonplace. I

do not now recall that the method of my

flight struck me as at all unusual.)

We paused. I thought, “Is this the

end ? Have we reached our destination ?”

Multitudinous rainbows overarched the sky.

Luminous clouds on every side melted away

and in their stead I saw groups of white

robed angels. Far as my eye could reach

were fields of soft yet shimmering green.

In the distance, above the green, rose gleam

ing many-colored towers. “What world is

this?” I asked. From unseen heights there

[20]
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fell a flood of melody. I heard, “Welcome,

O thou afflicted, tossed with tempest and not

comforted; behold, I will lay thy stones with

fair colors, and thy foundations with sap

phires; and I will make thy windows of

agates, and all thy borders of pleasant

stones.”

Even while the song continued, I became

aware of multitudes of people, not dis

embodied, but of the most ethereal sub

stance, hastening towards the place where

I stood. Suddenly, just before me, and in

the path of the multitude, I perceived what

must have been there before, but had escaped

my notice—a door ajar, very wide, and very

white. It was the lustrous whiteness of

pearl. Beyond the open doors rose a great

stairway of innumerable steps. Their color

was that of alabaster, or rock crystal, not

transparent, but translucent. Light did not

shine through them, but from them, as sun

light is reflected from a mirror or a placid

lake. The throng passed through the gates,
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and up the steps, and seemed unending.

The invisible chorus ceased to sing, and the

multitude began to chant: “The ransomed

of the Lord have come to Zion with songs,

and everlasting joy upon their heads: they

have obtained joy and gladness, and sorrow

and sighing have fled away.”

Suddenly the movement of the multitude

ceased. I heard the sound of gates opening.

Lifting my eyes I saw that the stairway led

to another portal at the top. Another en

trance was there, and the opening of this

revealed an infinitely brighter light beyond.

If the light I had seen here, which appeared

to come from no particular direction, but to

be a quality of the air, could be described as

radiant, the light I now saw was something

so much more glorious as to be unnamable.

And yet it did not blind me, nor did it dazzle

those who approached it more closely.

From beyond the upper portal, a chorus of

immeasurable volume sang, “Lift up your

heads, O ye gates; even lift them up, ye

[22]
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everlasting doors; swing open wide, ye

portals, and enter in, ye ransomed of the

Lord!” The approaching hosts sang, in

antiphony, “Thanks be unto God, who

giveth us the victory through our Lord

Jesus Christ !” One word seemed to echo

and reëcho through all the sky. That word

was “victory.”

I have seen some superb processions on

earth, at the enthronement of kings and at

the burial of martyred presidents. Nothing,

however, that it has been given to me to see

of earthly pageantry even faintly approaches

the splendor of that great procession which

swept past me and up the stairway through

the gate of pearl and the inner entrance, whose

color I afterwards perceived was yellow, as

of gold. For my guide touched me and

said, as a group of pilgrims passed, “Let us

also go up,” and we joined the processional.

The ascent of the stairway, though pro

longed, was without weariness. I studied

the faces of my fellow-pilgrims, and they had

[23]



Through Gates of Pear/

come, apparently, as easily as I. My guide

spoke, as if in answer to an unuttered ques

tion: “These too are from afar, but not all

are from your earth. Some are; but others

are from other worlds which you have seen

as objects bright or dim with naked eye or

telescope.” I glanced from left to right to

see if it were possible for me to recognize

any from the planet I had called my home.

I saw a group whose faces reminded me of

faces I had seen on earth. “You are right,”

my companion said; “they are also from

the sorrowful planet.” I asked, “Do none

of these need change of raiment before they

enter here?” “Not so,” was the reply, “for

even in the world their spiritual bodies were

robed in white.” So I perceived that, with all

the blots and stains of earth, our mortal life is

the dressing-room of eternity. There is no

other. If we do not walk in white while in the

world, there is no antechamber of heaven in

which raiment may be obtained. I observed

that the vesture of many of the white-clad
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pilgrims was interwoven with jewels. Know

ing my thoughts, my companion explained:

“These are the fruits of patience and of love;

the graces of the Holy Spirit in the lives of

the saints assume the similitude of precious

gems; the pearls are tears which fell in days

and nights of sorrow; the rubies are drops

of blood shed by martyrs of faith and con

science and duty.” Not a few of those who

pressed up the steps of light wore ornaments,

of what rare metal I could not make out.

My teacher spoke: “These are the symbols

that were fashioned in pain's furnace heat.”

(I have found myself reflecting, since my

return from my dream-journey, how true it

must be that spiritual treasures and spiritual

beauty are not discerned by earthly eyes.

And I often wonder how many there are

whom we call fools and failures, how many

whose poverty we pity and attempt to re

lieve, who in the light of eternity are vastly

wiser, more successful, and richer than we.

Ah, if we could only see I)
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There was nothing in the appearance of

these pilgrims, newly entered upon their

celestial residence, to indicate which of them

had been accustomed, during his planetary

life, to beautiful apparel; but somehow I had

the impression as certain ones passed me

that they had not always been beautifully

attired. Not that they wore their robes awk

wardly; neither did they seem self-conscious,

or even surprised at being clad with unac

customed splendor. This impression was

due to my recognition of one of the newcom

ers. He was a familiar figure in a city in

which I once lived. I did not know him

well, but often saw him. He was a mission

worker, a sort of lay evangelist, and he had

a wide reputation for tact in dealing with the

erring, and for kindness in ministry to the

outcast. As he passed me, I suddenly re

called that on earth I had never seen him

except in a faded suit of gray. Once, late

in the autumn, he still wore a straw hat that

bore evidence of several seasons' use. I
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pitied him in my heart at the time, and won

dered if he had in what must have been a

very slender purse the wherewithal to pur

chase a felt hat or a derby. Strange, was it

not, that all these memories were awakened

by the sight of his face among these pil

grims? I felt no pity for him now, but rather

for myself, that I had not understood long

ago how little it mattered what he wore

along life's crowded and dusty thoroughfares,

since he was clad with salvation as with a

garment.

It must have been the recollection of the

shabbiness of the earthly raiment of this par

ticular pilgrim that suggested to my own

mind a doubt whether I was fitly clad to be a

part of the white-robed company. “Surely,”

I thought, “the garments I wear must look

dull and heavy compared with these robes of

light with which all other pilgrims seem to

be attired.” I ventured to look down at my

own garments, and lo, I too was spotlessly

arrayed. “In passing through the river my
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robes were made pure,” I thought. “Not

so,” my guide declared; “death has no

power to purify the spirit; as you are here,

so were you there: else you could not have

passed unchallenged through the gates.”

[28 J
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THE CHILDREN”.S. GATE

ITHIN the gates, the upper

and inner gate—for I had

passed through two separate

portals, the first of pearl and

the second of gold, with the

wide crystal stairway between—I knew my

self to have entered the City of Light, the

Home of the Redeemed.

Notwithstanding the innumerable host

that had entered in the procession before

me, I had, first of all, an impression of un

crowdedness. I had heard years ago of a

saint on earth who exclaimed, in his medita

tions upon the Future Life, “What bounty,

too, in heaven l’” Now I knew what he

meant. Vast spaces stretched away on

every side. Yonder were meadows, through

which ran brooks, flower-lined, with willows

 

[29]



Through Gates of Pearl

here and there overarching the water. Not

far from where I stood the brook widened

into a lake on which I saw swans, “floating

double, swan and shadow.” A little distance

above the lake, the brook deepened into a

pool, at the edges of which children stood

looking at their own images in the mirror

like surface. A boy and a girl were on their

knees at the margin of the water launching a

tiny ship, full-rigged. In the soft air birds

of brilliant plumage flew to and fro. In the

distance I saw mountain ranges, all clad

with verdure save one, the highest, whose

summits appeared snow-clad. The lower

slopes of the mountains were terraced.

Highways crossed the meadows. Perfectly

arched bridges spanned the stream at various

points. The one nearest me was of coral.

Far to my left were hills, and over them

hung a mellow haze. Hills rose in the dis

tance at my right, and apparently a vast

plateau lay beyond the hills. -

The pilgrims who had entered just before
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me had broken up into smaller companies,

and even into groups of three or four or five.

Other companies and groups of people who

had evidently been here before we entered

mingled with the newcomers, and far away

on mountain terrace and hillside were count

less other companies. None seemed to

hurry. Some were singing, though I could

not catch their words. The laughter of the

children at play was like music to my ears.

Bounty and beauty were here as I could

see; immeasurable space, and ease of motion.

“But,” I wondered, “is liberty a law of life

within this realm ? Am I free to go whither

I will?” My guide made no reply to my

unspoken question as he had done before,

but left me, and as if impelled by some mys

terious power I moved towards a group of

children playing by the brook. I stood and

watched them for a while, and they did not

resent my presence. Indeed, one of them at

least seemed to welcome my coming. He

approached me, and took my hand in the
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friendliest way, saying as he did so, “Have

you come to stay?” I answered, “I do not

know how long I shall stay, but I would like

to remain with you a long time.” “Are you

tired?” he asked. I answered, “Not now;

I do not feel weary, though I have been on a

long journey; but I was quite worn out a

little while ago.” “Nobody ever gets tired

here,” he said, and left me. I wandered

towards a tree in bloom. It was a variety

of lilac, and filled the air with its characteristic

odor. Not far away were two or three very

young children who seemed to be under the

care of a girl of sixteen. She was weaving

wreaths of blossoms for her little charges,

and never had I seen so perfect a picture of

innocence and delight. Goldfinches, orioles,

cardinals and all other sorts of beautiful birds

flitted from tree to tree, and some songster I

could not see was pouring out such a flood

of melody as I have fancied only nightin

gales or meadow-larks or hermit thrushes

are capable of.
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My child-friend presently returned, bear

ing in his hand a flowercup, brimful of water.

He smiled and said, “I have brought it from

the brook for you.” I thanked him and drank

it, and no fabled nectar could have been so

satisfying. It was as if a lifelong thirst were

quenched. “I plucked this, too, for you,”

said the child, and offered me a fruit utterly

unlike anything I had ever seen. A friend

in India has told me of the delightful flavor

and taste of the mango, and says it is impos

sible to give one who has never tasted it any

adequate idea of its quality. There is a tra

dition that the manna which fell in the wil

derness tasted to every Israelite who fed

upon it exactly like the food which he liked

best. It was so of this fruit. I am sure no

grape that ever purpled under the skies of

Italy, nor apple that crimsoned in the air of

Oregon, nor peach that blushed beneath the

kisses of the California sun, had half the lus

ciousness of this mysterious fruit.

The child left me again, and I wandered
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over to a tree of stately shape and dense

foliage. Under its branches I sat down

upon the grass. Looking up, the leaves

were trembling in the breeze, and I thought

of Sidney Lanier's words to the forest leaves

in his poem, “Sunrise.”

“And there, Othere,

As ye hang with your myriad palms upturned

in the air,

Pray me a myriad prayer.”

The breezes, too, were odorous as though

they came from over clover fields. And they

were musical. At first I thought the music

was produced by the wind among the leaves,

but I perceived that the air itself, in motion,

made indescribably soothing sounds, faint,

but distinctly audible in the mid-meadow.

My child-guide joined me as I left the

shadow of the tree and we wandered here

and there, now beside the brook, and now

among great beds of flowers; banks of

flowers, perhaps I should say, irregular in

shape as the wild gardens of uncultivated
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lands. I was curious to know more about

life in this realm, and from our conversation

together I learned that this was the especial

dwelling-place of children; that they were

free to go whither they would, but that they

generally preferred to remain here; elsewhere

there were rivers deep and wide, and lakes

of vast extent, but here were brooks, and

tiny waterfalls—such things as are dear to

children’s hearts.

“Were you a country child in your other

life?” I asked. “Oh, no,” my little com

panion replied; “I was born and lived in a

crowded city. I played in the hot streets.

One day a lady took me to a park. It was

beautiful there, but it was not so beautiful as

this.” “How long have you been here?” I

inquired. He mused, “How long? That

means time, doesn’t it ! There is no time

here. The sun never rises and never sets.

It is always light except when we want it

dark. I only know I had twelve birthdays

in the land I came from, and though it seems
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to have been a long time ago that I passed

through the Gate of Pearl, I have had no

birthdays since.” While he was talking a

group of children called to him to join them in

their play, and he said, “I will leave you now;

my brothers and sisters want me, and yonder

comes the angel who brought you here.”

He had scarcely finished speaking before

the guide who had accompanied me from

earth stood beside me. “Tell me more

about that child,” I said; “tell me all you

know about him; tell me about the other

children here.” I may not now recall every

thing he said; but, for the sake of parents

who have lost children, and for the sake of

children who, like the little boy in Annie

Trumbull Slosson's story, “The boy that was

Skeert of Dyin',” are afraid of death, I will

report the substance of his reply: “The child

who has just left you once lived on your

earth. His home was a London slum. He

met his death—what you call death, by fall

ing under the wheels of an omnibus. When
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he first came here, he did not say a word.

Most children run and leap and cry aloud

with joy to find themselves alive and in so

fair a place. He really seemed afraid, and

shrank from those who first approached him.

He must have been accustomed to blows and

oaths and evil treatment in his home. Half

a century, as you measure time, he has been

here. Other children of his parents have

long been here, and he has just joined them,

as you see. They who enter here as children

do not always remain children, but there are

always children here. Some who were old

on earth soon grow young; age drops from

them like a garment, and the scars of all

earthly time are washed away in the River

of Youth. Whether children grow up to

maturity and whether the old grow young

again at once depend upon their pleasure

and the Father's will. The slum-child does

not remember his hardships while he was in

his fleshly body, though the effect of them

was apparent when he first came here.
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There is a River of Merciful Oblivion, wash

ing in which all memories of cruelty and

crime become as though they had never

been. Laws of development prevail, and so

there are angelic teachers, heavenly instruct

ors, celestial tutors. There are boundless

opportunities for the exercise of gifts of

teaching. Childless men and women find

their dream-children here. Maidens with

hearts of tenderness that fitted them for

motherhood which was denied them in other

worlds are privileged to minister to little

ones who precede their mothers. Nothing

necessary to complete the happiness of any

soul is missing. The highest happiness

comes from the exercise of the highest facul

ties. The one great word Opportunity

might well be written as the law of all this

sphere. You shall find artists here who

never painted a picture in their earthly

lives; sculptors who never put hand to

marble; musicians who never touched a key

or chord; builders who were never trusted
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even to lay foundation stones, and orators

who never spoke a word before an audience.

They find their hopes' fulfillment here.

Here their dormant gifts unfold, their

‘withheld completions’ are fulfilled. If

opportunity had been given them, they

would have developed their powers in

mortal spheres.”

As he spoke, I recalled certain lines in

Browning’s “Christmas Eve and Easter

Day,” and marvelled that I had not before

recognized their almost superhuman pre

vision of the very fact to which my guide

now alluded.

“If such his soul's capacities,

Even while he trod the earth,-think now

What pomp in Buonaroti's brow,

With its new palace-brain where dwells

Superb the soul, unvexed by cells

That crumbled with the transient clay !

What visions will his right hand's sway

Still turn to forms as still they burst

Upon him ! How will he quench thirst,

Titanically infantine,

Laid at the breast of the divine?”
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Impressive as was every word my guide

had spoken, and suggestive of a thousand

thoughts I had not time to follow, nor have

I now even to mention, what moved me

most was his reference to those who had

died on earth with all their dreams of love

and life unrealized. Immediately I thought

of a sister of my own, a gentle fair-haired

girl whose earthly life had ended at seven

teen. The thought of her had no sooner

entered my mind than there flashed before

me a vision more beautiful and soul-satisfy

ing than any other I had seen within the

Gates. Her name was on my lips, but

something seemed to prevent my speaking

it. It was as though the seal of silence must

be unbroken here so far as speech concerned

a relationship governing souls, one of whom

was not yet a resident of this Country. The

vision I saw—the form, the face, was no

mere phantom; it was no dream-picture.

There she stood, so near me I might have

touched her. Her eyes were the same, her
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hair the same, and as I looked at her I

thought of Rossetti’s “Blessed Damozel.”

My sister smiled on me and there was in

stantaneous exchange of thought without the

medium of speech. It were not proper now,

even were it possible, for me to say what

incidents of our lives together this commu

nication covered, what questions asked and

answered, what long unuttered yearnings on

my part were satisfied by mute yet intelli

gently conveyed assurances. She was the

same in spirit as in form, and yet it was

apparent to me that she had grown; that

powers once latent in her had been awak

ened and exerted. She had been a serene

soul on earth, but now there was a poise, a

certain consciousness of power, an abun

dance of life, which on earth is seen only in

characters we sometimes speak of as “rip

ened,” and these we see, alas ! too rarely.

The vision was withdrawn. I recognized

that it was given me rather as an earnest of

the inheritance upon which I was not yet
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permitted to enter. The effect of the vision,

however, has been incalculably consoling.

I am now able to think of a certain mound

in the old New London churchyard without

a particle of sadness.

The dream these chapters attempt to re

late, the long strange journey I took, and the

experiences which befell me in that Other

where, occurred at a time when the heart of

Christendom was heavy because of famine

in the Far East. I said to my guide, “Let

me see the children coming in,” and pres

ently we stood at the right of another gate

on the same side of the city as that through

which I had entered, a gate of ivory, and

saw throngs of angels entering, newly ar

rived from distant worlds.

Many of the angels' pictures I have seen

represent them as men. These angels were

women. Their faces were women's faces,

and their arms were women's arms. They

were white-robed and white-winged. Yet
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they did not appear to use their wings in

motion. Every one carried in her arms

something she covered with her wings.

Just inside the gate I beheld innumerable

wings unfolding, revealing the burdens they

had concealed. The wings were violet-lined,

and from each pair of arms there leaped the

figure of a child. Spirit figures, I would call

them, yet human in appearance. The cher

ubs in Raphael’s “Transfiguration” are

marvellously like the spirit-children of my

dream. Mediaeval painters were fond of

crowding the upper backgrounds of their

pictures of the Holy Family with clouds of

child-angels. Their conceptions of the spirit

world, while sometimes crude and sensuous,

are not altogether grotesque. I would that

I could paint the vision I now beheld. Yet

no brush wielded by human hand, however

cunning, could transfer to canvas the flowery

grace which marked the movements of these

messengers from earth, the softness of their

pinions, or the beauty of their faces. Their
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deep eyes gleamed as with unfathomable,

motherly tenderness. No mother with empty

arms, aching for a touch of her lost darling,

could ever weep again if she could see her

treasure borne away in such arms, brooded

over by such love.

Out from the clasp of soft white arms and

from the enfolding shelter of snowy wings,

the children seemed not to leap, but rather

to float, to fly. Perhaps I should say to

flutter, as fledglings flutter from the home

nest when they are just trying their wings.

Father Edward Taylor of Boston once said,

after he had officiated at the funerals of

several children, “There must be a storm

brewing,-so many doves are flying aloft.”

The atmosphere about me, balmy as the

breath of spring, was filled with sound of

beating wings. Countless airy bodies cleft

the sky above and around me. “Where are

all these children from ?” I asked the guide.

He answered, “From all worlds where chil

dren live and die, and from all parts of your
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world. You have not yet learned the divinest

of all arts—the art of taking care of the

lives of your helpless little ones. Some of

these who have just come to us are from the

sun-baked plains of India; some from devas

tated villages in Armenia; some are starve

lings from city slums; many never saw the

light of earth, but perished at the wish of

those to whom their birth would have been

unwelcome.” “Do all the children who

come here enter by this gate 7” I asked.

“Not all,” he said; “there are children who

enter through the Martyr Gate.”

It began to be clear to me that the City

had many gates. I hoped I might be per

mitted to remain until I saw them all, for it

was borne in upon me that I was but a visitor

in this realm; that I did not belong here per

manently, but that I was having some such a

vision as Paul had when, for a time, he was

“out of the body,” or such as Dante's dream

of Paradise. My heart prompted me, how

ever, to follow the flight of the countless
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children whose arrival I had just witnessed.

Far away the horizon seemed void of winged

figures such as filled the air near me. Were

the doves fluttering down? Had the nest

lings alighted on the ground ! I moved

towards the hills, and soon saw that the chil

dren had settled down in various places.

Some were running and leaping; some had

joined hands in circles as in certain old

fashioned games; some were plucking flowers,

and others eating fruits from trees whose

branches bent so low as almost to touch the

ground. A burst of music caused me to

look in the direction of a mountain range

with purple-tinted slopes and snowy crests,

and I saw an approaching company of men

and women. They held out their hands

beckoningly to the children, and in response

the little ones shouted and ran to meet them.

I perceived that the arrival of children in

heaven resembles, in some respects, birth

into the mortal life. The child of love and

tender care is not only looked for when he
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enters life; gentle hands and solicitous hearts

prepare the welcome. So the new arrival in

the realm of the immortal life finds waiting

friends.

The gentleness and indulgence of grand

parents are proverbial. “Surely,” I thought,

“some of these who have come to welcome

the children are those who knew and loved

them on earth, and who preceded them

here.” My guide assured me it was so, and

even while he spoke there passed before me

a group in which it was quite obvious that a

grandmother had taken charge of her own

grandchild, and that, whether or not they

had ever seen one another in the flesh, both

were supremely happy now. My guide

pointed to another group, and said, “Yonder

is a father who left the earth-life before his

child was born. So the child was born an

orphan. They are together now. They will

await the mother's coming.”
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THE MAATYR GATE

T was the Pilgrim Gate

through which I had en

tered the Beautiful City. I

had seen a host of little ones

come through the Children's

Gate. Now my guide took me to the Martyr

Gate. Here the outer portal was of pearl,

but the inner entrance was blood-red. I

have seen no color like it except in the sun

set sky, and that but once or twice in my life.

The marvel of the color of this gate was that

it was iridescent. Its liquid redness flashed

as the ribbons of light that pulsate in the

Aurora Borealis. It was as though the red

were a living thing, pulsing with the tides of

measureless life. Here and there the color

deepened and quickened until it made me
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think of fire. It was indeed a Gate of Blood

and Fire, vividly symbolic of martyrdom.

I do not know how long I stood beside

this gate, but as I gazed I saw, at first, two

angels enter, bearing between them a body

so ethereal that it seemed as close an ap

proach to pure spirit as could be conceived.

It was a mortal face, but there rested upon it

a more than mortal glory. It was given me

to read the record of that life. It is not

possible, even if it were wise, to write much

of the earthly history which explained its

admission through the Martyr Gate. It is

sufficient to say she was a woman who had

been crucified for threescore years—not on

a hilltop, outside a city wall, but within her

meager home in which, for love's sake, she

had suffered in silence, and devoted herself

with passionate patience to tasks that bent

her frail body and agonized her sensitive

soul. For love's sake she had endured pri

vations of flesh and mind. For love's sake

she had been reviled and put to open shame.
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Now the agony was over, and there rested

upon her features a look of ineffable relief.

The messengers who had conveyed her van

ished, and she stood alone. Then her eyes

feasted on the scenes she beheld. She ut

tered a single word of joy, but in that single

word was the significance of volumes. Buoy

antly she moved away and stood for a little

time within the shadow of a graceful palm.

Every frond was waving over her as if im

pelled by innumerable invisible hands. “Is

there none to greet her?” I inquired. My

guide replied, “She is alone for a time; she

has seldom been alone on earth ; she has been

a stranger to the luxury of solitude. Presently

she will find congenial companions. Familiar

friends she had none on earth—that was a

part of her martyrdom—but she will find them

here.” John Burroughs was right when he

WrOte :

“What matter if I stand alone?

I wait with joy the coming years;

My heart shall reap where it has sown,

And garner up its fruit of tears.
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“The law of love threads every heart,

And knits it to its utmost kin;

Nor can our lives flow long apart

From souls our secret souls would win.

“The stars come nightly to the sky,

The tidal wave unto the sea;

Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high

Can keep my own away from me.”

Now, as at numerous other times during my

journey, it flashed through my mind how

deep a prophetic insight into the mysteries

of the spirit world the poets have possessed.

I do not know how it came to pass, but

something had occurred in less than the

flash of a thought; for now, as I looked at

the lonely figure under the palms, she was

not alone. She had been joined by several

others, though I had not seen them ap

proaching her, and did not know from

what direction they had come. They talked

together, though I could not hear their con

versation, and arm in arm moved away and

passed out of my sight. Others were enter

ing through the gate, and I thought no more
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about the martyr of love until I saw her later,

in another part of the City, of which I shall

presently speak.

Through the Pilgrim Gate and the Chil

dren's Gate I had seen them enter by com

panies. Through the Martyr Gate there

passed no large groups. One by one they

came, although in quick succession. Those

the nature of whose martyrdom I did not

recognize by their appearance my guide was

prompt to name.

Child of a Christian home as I had been

and native of a Christian land, it had never

occurred more than casually to my mind

that there are still lands in which to be

Christ's witness is to be His martyr. Now

I beheld them : a youth, converted from

Mohammedanism, who had been thrown

into a foul dungeon. His companions there

were base and brutal. Holding him against

the wall, with their sinewy fingers around his

throat, they had demanded, “Is it Jesus or

Mohammed ?” With the name of his new
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found Master upon his lips, death had been

mercifully swift. I saw upon his face the

strength of death-defying courage, and on

his beautiful high brow there rested a wreath

of some kind. As he came nearer, it became

apparent that the wreath was woven of

flowers. No color that I know so much re

sembles the color of the blossoms that he

wore as the purple asters that glorify the

New England hillsides in September. Then

came a man from China, Christ's first trophy

in a village within sight of the Thibetan

border; then a woman from Laos, and two

boys, ten and twelve years old, from Africa.

I now understand that martyrdom is not

so rare a thing on earth as I had thought.

The Martyr Gate admitted many another

while I stood there. Women passed through,

martyrs of overwork; students, martyrs of

science; teachers, martyrs of duty. Within

the Gate, they moved in various directions.

One reclined upon a bank of cushioning

moss. Some wandered through fields of
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poppies, and others along an avenue of in

terlacing trees.

Within the Pilgrim Gate I had heard sing

ing. Now there came to me the music of

far-off silvery bells, which, however, proved

to be but the prelude to a chorus which

swelled into a torrent of song. Nothing

better describes it than “the voice of many

waters.” It was like the thunders of Niagara

and the booming of the cataract at the Yo

semite Falls. The surf at Gloucester, in a

storm, is a sort of rhythmic roar. The

Martyrs' Chorus had the volume of these

majestic sounds and yet the quality of almost

poignant sweetness. I caught the words, oft

repeated, anthem-like:

“These are they who have come up through trib

ulation, and have overcome.”

By and by the volume of the music dimin

ished, until I heard it but faintly, as though

the singers were far away. I looked and

saw that they had entered a temple whose
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gleaming towers stood out against the

distant purple hills. I say “towers” rather

than “spires” or “steeples,” for the archi

tecture of the tower in no respect resembled

a church or cathedral. The towers were

many, and all were of the same height, every

one surmounted by a star. In dimensions,

the temple looked larger than a hundred

Duomos, and I searched my memory in vain

for any similarity to earthly edifice. It

might be a temple of art or of music, or a

People's Palace, a place in which to celebrate

a Jubilee of Peace. I inquired mentally its

use, and instantly my guide explained:

“The edifice you see is one of many in this

Land. It was built by angelic hands, but its

architect was one who lived centuries ago in

your small world. He was a Roman slave.

At the bidding of his master he devoted

himself to architecture, and developed un

usual gifts. He built an amphitheater. At

its dedication, when by the emperor's order

Christians were being fed to wild beasts, his
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nature revolted at the bloody spectacle.

Sick at heart, yet strong of will, he made

his way into the arena, cried out, ‘I, too,

am a Christian, and fell a victim to the

emperor's wrath. His entrance here was

through the Martyrs' Gate, and He who

rules this realm has given him work to do.

No gift of beauty or of power lies dormant

here. The Roman architect is absent on a

royal errand now.”

I had the information I long had desired

concerning the employments of the immortal

life. As a child I had said to my mother

one day, when we were talking about heaven,

“Do they do nothing there but sing? I

don’t think I could be happy long with

nothing else to do.” Now I know better.

God has much work for us to do in other

worlds—in any world to which His good

ness and His grace may give us entrance.
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IV

THE AMBASSADORS’ GATE AND

ZTHE GATE OF GAREAT DESIRE

OW many gates are there?”

I asked my guide, and he

replied, “As many as the

tribes of Israel; as many

- as the apostles of the Lord,

as saith your Book.” I had forgotten for a

moment, though I knew it well, the verse in

Revelation: “On the east, three gates; on

the north, three gates; on the south, three

gates; and on the west, three gates.” I had

visited the gates on the south. Now my

journey took me to the east, and ere long I

stood beside the Ambassadors' Gate. It was

of amethyst, and up to it the crystal stairway

ran from the outer gate of pearl. Through

the other gates I had seen multitudes enter

ing, but no one departing. Here I beheld
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apparently an equal number coming in and

going out. My mentor spoke: “Through

this gate the angels of the Lord proceed

upon their planetary missions. Here, out

ward-bound, passed the cherubim that

flashed their fiery swords at Eden's garden

gate; ministrants to patriarchs; the wrestler

with Jacob; the deliverer of Daniel; the

minstrels that sang above the plains of

Bethlehem when Infinite Love lay incarnate

in the Virgin's arms; through this gate he

passed who comforted the God-Man in the

wilderness—the same that stood beside the

fainting Christ in Gethsemane. Here began

the journey of the angels of the Resurrection,

they who stood beside the empty tomb in

Joseph’s garden, and spoke to the women

who brought their spices to the Saviour's

sepulcher, ‘He is not here, but is risen, as

He said.’ Here commenced the earthward

flight of those ambassadors of heaven whom

John saw on Patmos.”

“Who are they that enter here?” I asked.
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Then it was given me to see a dream within

a dream, a vision within a vision. There

passed before me a procession representative

of all who had ever been admitted through

the Amethyst Gate: prophets, from Enoch to

the Baptist; poets whose eyes had been

anointed to see what was hidden from the

world, and whose lips had been touched with

the fire of brave and beautiful speech;

apostles, augmenters of the Kingdom,

couriers of the Christ, “legates of the sky”;

preachers, trumpet-tongued for righteous

ness, heralds of reform; evangelists, recruit

ing officers of the army of the redeemed. I

saw these as through a glass darkly. It was

a panorama of the past. The vision grew

dim and disappeared, and I saw, as at the

other gates, companies of spirits, celestial

bodied, sweep through the portal, mortals

that had put on immortality. Knowledge of

their names I did not seek, but of their

earthly histories I did desire to be informed.

Such knowledge came. It was mine in
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stantaneously, as if by attribute rather than

by act of learning. Many passed me who

had been ambassadors of God in other worlds

than that from which I came. But many

were from my familiar world. I knew not

that the Master had so many worthy to enter

by this Gate.

Numbers, mere figures, I took no note of,

except comparatively. An army of men and

women, young and old, passed in : these

were teachers of the Word. Another army,

composed mostly of men: these were preach

ers of the Word. A smaller group I recog

nized as writers of books. In a still smaller

group, one face attracted me: it was a face I

had seen a hundred times; not in any pulpit,

but on street corners where, with a camp-stool

or a goods-box to stand on, he had addressed

the passers-by, defending the faith, and appeal

ing to the thoughtless and the hardened to

consider the claims of religion. At a certain

seaside resort, it was his custom in the height

of the season to distribute copies of portions
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of the Scriptures to the pleasure-seekers.

Often ridiculed, sometimes attacked verbally

by enemies of the Cross, and once at least

beaten by a maniacal unbeliever, he had been

an unordained but faithful missioner. Now I

witnessed his coronation.

Vaster than the army of those who entered

was the army of the ransomed that greeted

them within the gates. Crowds of children

surrounded the arriving teachers. Gratitude

was upon every young face, and love-light

shone in every innocent eye. Priests and

preachers were met by throngs of those who

had once been members of their congrega

tions. By far the largest assembly hailed the

coming of a missionary whose life had been

spent in Africa. These were the harvest of

his sacrificial labor. I watched him closely,

and he was evidently much surprised to find

so many who owed their presence here to

him. And the curb-stone ambassador—the

goods-box orator—the Coney Island colpor

teur—was not without his welcome.
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But now, for the first time since I left the

shores of earth, my heart grew sad with

sympathy for one, a country pastor in his

earth-life, who seemed to have but meager

welcome here. Only a little group took

notice of his entrance. I felt lonely for him.

No sooner had I formed the thought of sad

ness than my guide explained, “Wait until

you see the greetings that await him beyond

the hills. These you see are all he led to

Christ. His ministry was brief. He was

slow of speech, but patient with the stupid

and the reluctant. One of those he led to

Christ is an evangelist who has accomplished

more in a single year than this man was

able to do in many years. The sower's tears

and the reaper's song are all one source of

joy.” What reunions, what greetings, what

a rush of hallelujahs awaited these ambassa

dors somewhere beyond the hills I did not

know ; nor did they—until afterwards.

“Is it given to those who were God's am

bassadors on earth to know, while they dwell
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in this Land, how true it is that their works

follow them in the world from which they

came P’’ I asked my guide. “No knowl

edge is withheld from them the possession of

which would enhance their happiness. But

their capacity for happiness is constantly en

larging,” said he, “and so long as their works

endure on earth, their influence abides. They

can never know, until time shall be no more,

until the globe they inhabited is tenantless,

the full accumulation of the fruit of their

ministry. There is a sense in which their

works follow them here, and this is a source

of continual joy both to them and to all who

dwell herein.”

Hitherto I had thought of my companion

as a guide, a courier, but he had proved an

interpreter as well. With wisdom supernat

ural he discoursed about innumerable things

which my obtuse mind had not, until then,

apprehended. Of course I had read in the

Scriptures about the Books of Judgment.

Now I saw that there must enter into the
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eternal records much more than we have

ever imagined. When, short of the final

consummation of all things, the end of all

ages, is the record of a human life complete?

I wondered, “Is evil influence as immortal

as good? Are the results of sin as endless

as the harvest of righteousness?” The in

terpreter spoke: “Evil is far-reaching in its

effects. Sin reproduces itself. The iniqui

ties of the fathers are visited upon their chil

dren for generations, but there is a limit to

the persistency of disobedience. Wicked

ness has within itself the seeds of death.

Vice tends to self-extermination. The uni

verse can never be what it would have been

if falsehood and iniquity had not existed, but

goodness is eternal, and evil is destined to

ultimate extinction. Christ's kingdom is in

destructible. His power will yet subdue all

rebellion.”

I did not understand his words to signify

the ultimate restoration of all souls. Indeed,

he made it plain to me that the scars of sin
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are ineradicable. I did not see, in all my

vision, a gate through which the impenitent

could pass. I had no glimpse of any part of

the City of Light in which a sin-loving, or

even a selfish soul, would feel at home. To

be anywhere within the gates of pearl was

heaven; to be anywhere outside these gates

—to fail of admittance—would be hell.

It was while I was musing on these things,

and probably it was because I was medi

tating upon the fate of those who could not

claim entrance by virtue of sanctity, or inno

cence, or godly service, that my guide now

said, “Come with me, and we shall view

another portal.”

So swiftly we moved that instantaneously

I found myself far from the Ambassadors'

Gate, beside an entrance which opened

on the eastern boundary of the City. On

either side was a pillar of emerald-colored

stone. The gate itself was of red, but not the

deep red of the Martyrs' Gate, and it lacked

the quality of pulsing fire. It was the red of
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the garnet rather than of the ruby. The pil

lars were carved, but I saw no lily-work at

the top. Above the portal was an inscrip

tion, the fourth Beatitude: “Blessed are

they that hunger and thirst after righteous

ness.” “What gate is this I see?” I asked.

“It is the Gate of Great Desire,” was the

reply. Thus saying, he led me to a place

beneath the very arch of the gate, where,

standing, I could see multitudes ascending

the crystal stairway, approaching the Holy

City, and about to enter it through the only

portal I had thus far seen through which I

felt that I myself had any right to pass.

What occurred to the visible person of

Jesus on the Mount of Transfiguration has

never yet been told in words sufficiently

clear and copious to convey any satisfactory

idea of His appearance. We read that “His

face did shine as the sun, and His raiment

was white as the light.” It was given to

me, standing there within the Gate of Great

Desire, to see repeated in the face of every
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approaching pilgrim the transformation that

can be called by no better name than trans

figuration. As moonlight falling upon a

troubled sea transfigures it, as clouds shot

through with sunset light transfigure a moun

tain, so something transfigured the faces of

those who ascended this stairway. They

seemed to have brought with them through

the outer gate all the sadness of lifelong, un

satisfied yearning. Their faces were unutter

ably weary. But their sadness and weariness

dropped from them and it was as if they al

ready saw, through the opened upper gate,

the fulfillment of all hope and the satisfaction

of all longing.

The metamorphosis in every case was so

marvellous and so sudden that I wondered

whether it was possible for them, while they

were yet outside the entrance, to see farther

into the realm they were about to possess

than my still earth-clouded vision had been

able to penetrate. My guide caused me to

descend the stairway for a little distance, and
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then to turn and approach the entrance as

though I myself were one of the newly

liberated spirits seeking admission. Then

I saw what they had seen, the transfiguring

vista. As sometimes through a cloud-rift

one can see a vast expanse of sky, through

the Gate of Great Desire I saw what seemed

a veritably endless prospect. Not the fruit

ful plains of the Promised Land, as it

stretched out before Moses' hungry eyes in

his last earthly vision, could have been half

so entrancing as the view that burst upon

my sight. There was the most soul-sat

isfying landscape imagination can con

ceive. Artists would call it a composite

landscape. Between mossy banks there

flowed a fourfold river. On either side of

the river were groves of stately trees. My

guide explained, “They are the trees of

life whose leaves are for the healing of

broken hearts.” Back from the stream on

both sides as far as the eye could reach

were spacious buildings. “Are these the
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many mansions, of the Father's house?”

I asked. He said, “These are among the

dwelling-places of the blest. Each one of

the occupants has built the mansion for

himself while still in the mortal life; he

has built it by the character of his aspira

tions. They that set their desire upon noble

things build nobly. They who have no

spiritual desires have no place here. In

deed, such cannot enter through this gate.

But those who do enter and those who are

entering now already recognize in the dis

tance the mansions they have been build

ing.” So it was borne in upon me that

poverty and riches, after all, are of the mind

alone.

Having had a glimpse of the vision re

splendent, led by my guide I reëntered

the City, and under his direction followed

one who, having entered, passed swiftly

towards a mansion in the distance. Cross

ing a branch of the river over a bridge of

agate, he made his way to a stately struc
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ture apparently with all the assurance of

one who had often been there before. He

paused for a moment on the threshold with

bowed head as if in prayer. “May I enter

with you?” I inquired. He smiled sweetly

and pointed to an inscription above the

door. There I read, “Ask, and it shall be

given unto you; seek, and ye shall find;

knock, and it shall be opened unto you.”

The door swung open and we entered the

vestibule. We paused before an inner door.

Upon a golden plate in its center I read

the words, “The House of Fulfillment.”

This door opened into a chamber the di

mensions of which made it a perfect cube.

The light that filled the place was like the

light of the City, soft but indescribably

brilliant. An angelic servitor appeared to

conduct us through the mansion.

He explained: “This is the Chamber of

Good Intentions.” No pictures hung upon

the walls, but they were themselves pic

tures; the ceiling was a picture, the floor
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was a picture in mosaic. The old proverb

which affirms that hell is paved with good

intentions is a falsehood. Heaven is beau

tified with good intentions. No picture gal

lery of earth contains such glorious things

as were portrayed upon the walls, ceiling

and floor of this room. Virtue, courage

and benevolence were here in concrete

form. It was not mine to read in detail

the record of that life—the interior record.

I saw it synthetically rather than analytic

ally, but with sufficient distinctness to see

that it was strong, and brave, and beautiful.

This was evidently what the soul purposed

to be. Presently we ascended a jeweled

stairway and came to an upper room—the

Chamber of Withheld Completions.

One of the profoundest mysteries, as well

as one of the deepest sorrows, of earth is the

death of the young. In many cases, it has

been as though the sun had gone down at

noon. Young men and young women have

fallen just as they stood upon the threshold
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of their power. These events have always

seemed to me anomalies in the providential

order and have challenged my faith to the

straining point. Some one has called such

untimely deaths “interrupted processes.” I

now saw that there is no such thing as an

interrupted process of life. Death is a mere

incident. Growth is not arrested by the

change of residence from one world to an

other. It is exactly so of plans and pur

poses, which having been begun, have had

to be discontinued. Upon the walls of this

chamber I saw in colors far more beautiful

than any tapestry the completed circle of

every broken arc in the life of the soul

whose mansion it was. What he had done

on earth was but the fragment of a statue;

here the statue was complete. I saw the

meaning of it all. No part of my vision had

been more consolatory. As I left the room I

looked back and read what had escaped my

vision as I entered the chamber. Above the

doorway, fixed in an opalescent transom
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there flashed the words: “Whatsoever God

doeth, it shall be forever: nothing can be

put to it, nor anything taken from it; and

God doeth it that men should fear before

Him.”

[73]



V

THE GATE AAVD COURT OF GENTLE

SERIZICE

LEFT my new-made friend

in the House of Fulfillment,

and found my celestial guide

awaiting me just outside the

entrance. We passed down

the stately avenue, which I discovered was

paved with gold. And yet it was not metal

lic gold, but gold of the softness of velvet,

gold that yielded gently to our footsteps and

made me think of forest aisles in autumn.

Were these golden leaves beneath our feet?

Certainly we trod on innumerable leaf-like

forms. From the branches of the trees of

life there came the low notes of doves. The

sky above us was like the glow of sunrise

over the Alps. At the end of the avenue

rose an edifice roofed with intertwining
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trees. “It is the Sanctuary of Explanation,”

said my guide, as I looked in that direction.

Its spires rose to immeasurable heights with

airy delicacy, yet with startling distinctness.

Swiftly moving, presently we stood before

another gate, the sixth I had seen, the north

ernmost gate on the eastern side of the City.

Here I noted for the first time that the gates

were not of equal width. This was the

widest gate I had thus far seen. The pillars

on either side were of the color known as

royal purple. From pillar-top to pillar-top

there stretched a graceful arch. Again, as

at the Gate of Great Desire, I was permitted

to pass through and stand outside the en

trance. The inscription on the arch was but

a single word, “Inasmuch.” Crowds were

coming up the stairway and thronging in.

I studied their faces and there seemed to be

surprise in their eyes as that word flashed

before them.

One who approached the portal paused,

as if reluctant to go in. Then ensued a con
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versation very much like that recorded in

the twenty-fifth chapter of the Gospel accord

ing to Matthew. This soul could not believe

he was entitled to admission by virtue of

anything he had done on earth. I heard

him say, “When saw I Thee sick and in

prison and visited Thee?” A Voice from

within the City made reply. How can I

describe that Voice? It was the same I

had heard at the Martyr Gate bidding one

enter in. Can there be a luminous voice, a

leaning voice? Lover-like in its accents of

tenderness, yet royal in its tone of authority,

the Voice spoke: “Have you no memory

of a stormy day when you came to a home

of sickness and of want? An epidemic was

raging in the city. Two of my children were

ill. You ministered to them. You buried

my dead. Until you came I thought the

Father had forsaken me. You delivered my

soul from despair.” “I had forgotten that,”

he modestly replied.

The Voice continued then, “It is recorded

[76]



The Gate of Gentle Service

here that you lost friends on earth because

of your passionate protest against social and

corporate iniquities which involved the wel

fare of children; for every friend you lost on

earth because you lent your strength to

weakness, you have made a thousand

friends here. Enter in.” As he passed

through the gate, I heard the music of a

seraph choir with accompaniment of trump

ets, and saw the singers, circle within circle,

though words fail me to repeat or describe

the unrhymed yet rhythmic sweetness of the

song. Throngs of children greeted the new

comer and others who were admitted with

him. Flocks of brilliant-plumaged birds

hovered over them or fluttered around them.

I noticed a white dove perched upon the

shoulder of one child, and another child held

in his hand and fondled a bluebird.

A group of white-robed spirits, buoyant,

and untrammelled by corporeal weight,

greeted another newcomer. “These were

lepers on the sorrowful planet,” said my
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guide. “They entered the City through the

Martyr Gate and have come hither to wel

come him who ministered to them.” “Was

not he, too, a martyr P” I asked. “No,” he

answered, “but he was one of Christ's most

faithful servants.”

“Come with me,” said my escort, “and

see the Court of Gentle Service.” Thither

we passed through a garden which stretched

far beyond my vision. The air was rich

with perfume. Here the path was rimmed

with blue-fringed gentians. A placid lake

reflected from its surface the foliage and

bloom of tulip trees. Surrounded by a ver

itable forest of palms and pines I saw a

canopy-like edifice of diaphanous blue.

Above it in the soft breeze there floated a

banner of deep crimson. Entering I per

ceived a multitude of mortals who had put

on immortality, and immortals who had

never worn the veil of human flesh. Here,

as elsewhere, there were many children. I

recognized one, the child of a neighbor of
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years ago, a girl who died when she was

eleven, and whose death, I think, caused no

great grief, because she had been weak in

intellect. She approached me. Her eyes

were bright and a beautiful smile was on her

face, as she recognized me and said, “You

gave me a book once, and I did not know

enough to thank you; but I thank you for it

now.” (Then I recalled that I had given her

a picture-book. It was not a particularly

generous act on my part, for I did not want

the book myself. Now I see that no seed of

kindness, dropped even by a careless hand,

can fail of fruitage.) Smiling and singing,

the child left me.

Then I heard a conversation between one

who had been in heaven a dozen centuries

and one who had recently come. The latter

asked, “Have all these I see ministered in

Jesus' Name?” The other explained, “Yes,

if they have ministered in His nature. To

minister in Christ's character is to minister

in His name. It is exactly so of prayer. To
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ask the Father in the Son's name is to ask

Him in the Son's character. How slow we

were to learn this in the other world ! And

how slow mortals are still to learn that a

Christlike deed prompted by a Christlike

motive is none other than an expression of

Christ's own Spirit ! As many as are led by

His Spirit are His children.”

While these two were conversing, another

group approached, upon the face of one of

whom I saw the only sign of sadness or any

thing like sadness which had met my vision

within the City. But yet it was not sadness,

though at first it seemed so in contrast to the

gladness all about. It was rather regret.

Pensive memories of the earth-life rested,

for a time at least, upon that spirit. I heard

him say: “As one escapes from a wrecked

vessel, with little save life itself, so I reached

this Land, almost without treasure. If it

were possible for me to return, how much

more wisely and generously would I dis

tribute my goods ! How nearly I came to
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missing the way entirely My generosity

in the other world, if aught there is to my

credit, was a matter of mere impulse, caprice.

I acted upon no fixed principle of service or

sacrifice. So, for me, there was no abundant

entrance here; no peal of trumpets greeted

me; no bells chimed forth their welcome

from airy towers.”

I said to my guide, “Did not this spirit

enter through the Gate of Gentle Service 7

Surely one who was admitted through that

portal failed not of an abundant entrance l”

He replied, “No; he was admitted through

the Gate of Penitence.” “May I not visit

it?” I asked. “Presently,” he answered,

“but see you do not miss the lessons here.”

I did not miss the lessons there. Part of

them were to bring me sorrow deeper than

regret. As my guide conducted me from

point to point beneath the glowing canopy

of the Court of Gentle Service, now and then

I caught glimpses of familiar faces. From

some of these I was constrained to turn
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away, remembering as though it were but

yesterday events of years ago. One such

event was as follows:

In a certain church which I used to attend

I often saw an old man with quaint manners

and gentle speech. I learned from some

source that he was a pensioner upon the

bounty of one of his kinsmen. His allow

ance, however, must have been a meager

one, for I have seen him walking in inclement

weather, cumbered with heavy packages,

when he might have used a street-car and

saved himself a long and tiresome journey.

Once he passed by my house looking very

weary. The thought came to me that I

should go out and speak to him, and ask

him in to rest and give him a cup of tea and

a bite to eat. My teakettle was bubbling on

the fire at the time and a plate of toasted

crackers was within reach. I did not do so,

however. Perhaps it was mere indolence

which prevented my carrying out the gen

erous impulse.
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Not long afterwards he died, and it was re

ported that he died alone in a basement bed

room. Those who came to bury him found

the only articles of food in his scant cup

board had been some crusts of bread and a

small portion of smoked fish. Now I saw

him. He was evidently no stranger here.

He was no longer old, and yet I had no dif

ficulty in recognizing him. I would have

turned away, glad to be unnoticed by him.

He saw me, however, and came to greet me

as though I were a dear friend. I fell upon

my knees and would have kissed his feet,

but he restrained me. I said, “I recall with

bitter shame that when you passed my door

I failed to ask you in. I ministered not to

you in your need. In the light of this world

I see it all. You were old and weary, but I

was selfish and ease-loving. You died neg

lected and alone. Forgive me, I beseech

you.”

With touching gentleness, and with all the

grace of a king exercising clemency, yet
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absolutely without the attitude of condescen

sion, he comforted me by recalling certain

small benevolences on my part. I did not

then nor do I now remember them. As he

spoke, it came to me that those acts of kind

ness were really not purposed on my part.

They were accidental and hence left no im

pression upon my mind. Did I indeed take

his arm one winter day and help him across

a crowded street? Did I, one Christmas,

send him a woolen muffler? Did I shake

hands with him at the close of a Communion

service one Sunday morning, and hold his

hand for a little time while we talked about

the blessed Sacrament? He told me I had

done these things, and that he had cherished

the recollection of my kindness and carried it

with him into the immortal life He said,

“My child, many are the surprises that await

us here. I have marvelled much to find how

little value is attached here to many an

earthly deed which we thought virtuous, and

how great may be the worth of acts we
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counted of no consequence. High as the

heaven above the earth are infinite above

finite values.”

(Since my return from the dream-journey

through Gates of Pearl I have been more

careful not to allow to pass unemployed any

opportunity to exercise “the charities that

soothe and heal and bless.” I have gone

back to drop a coin into a blind man's cup

concerning whom I argued to myself as I

first passed him, “He may not be blind; he

may be a professional beggar, with money in

bank.” “Even so,” I have said to myself,

“he may be in need; he may be ‘one of the

least of these, my brethren.’” Some of my

friends tell me I am encouraging mendi

cancy, making it more difficult for organized

charity to rid the streets of unworthy solic

itors. Perhaps I am. But having seen what

I saw, and heard what I heard in the Other

where, I think I would rather run the risk of

serious unwisdom from the view-point of or

ganized charity than fail to minister to a
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needy mortal in distress. Of course I am

not blind to the duty we owe to society to

protect it from impostors. If I were more

Christlike, I would interest myself personally

in the blind beggar, ascertain his circum

stances, and seek if possible some method of

making him capable of self-support. That

was the Master's way.)
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ZTHE GATES ON THE AWORTH

AAVD WEST

EYOND the Court of Gentle

Service rise into the upper

atmosphere two mountain

peaks, one crowned with

snow, the other with a crest

of fire. Between these mountains, through a

valley of ideal beauty, along a path flanked

on one side by terraces of flowers and bor

dered on the other by a stream as clear as

crystal, I was led towards a gate on the

north side of the City. It was the portal I

had asked to see. I was not surprised to

find it broad and high. The pillars were of

jasper, but the gate itself was a latticework

of semi-transparent onyx. The pillars rested

upon pediments of white stone which re

 

[87 |



Through Gates of Pearl

sembled Carrara marble. The interstices of

the latticework bore pendent pear-shaped

pearls. Rather, they were tear-shaped. I

knew this to be the Gate of Penitence, from

the inscription which it bore. What other

could it bear than that best verse of the

Penitential Psalm ?—“The sacrifices of God

are a broken spirit: a broken and a contrite

heart, O God, Thou wilt not despise.”

My guide gently constrained me to descend

with him the crystal stairway, to pass through

the outer portal, and to stand beside that

entrance that I might see the passers-in. I

saw almost immediately why he brought me

here. From my vantage-ground I could see

the faces of the company that approached.

Talk of tragedy! Unutterable woe rested

upon every face. Have you ever seen that

picture by Vereshchagin, the Russian artist,

in which he paints a “Crucifixion under

Roman Law”? The faces I now saw might

have been the models from which he por

trayed the sufferers from that most agonizing
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form of execution. Yet it was unnecessary

that my guide should tell me that these were

not the victims of literal crucifixion. “Some

who have been crucified have passed this

way. The penitent thief on Calvary was

admitted to Paradise through this gate.

These you see, however, are, most of them,

those upon whose minds it dawned at last

that they had missed the prize of life. As

death approached they saw their fatal

failure. Stricken with remorse, but not

despairing of the love of God which they

had spurned, they prayed for pardoning

grace. Not in every instance were their

prayers audible; some of them had but a

moment's time to think of God and of their

souls. But even in a single moment it is

possible for one to experience an age of

illumination. Not all who see in death's one

revealing moment the failure of their lives are

penitent, but some are. These were,” he

said.

I fixed my eyes upon a youth who ap
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proached the gate, and it was given me to

have, as it were, a flash-light vision. For

the fraction of a minute I was back on earth.

I saw that youth pinned underneath a burn

ing car. I saw him then and there even

as he saw himself, in the piercing light of

eternity, a soul whose idol had been self.

He perceived the utter vanity of all he had

esteemed of highest value. He thought,

though he did not speak aloud, “Oh, if

somebody had only told me!” I do not

know whose fault it was he had not been

told. Perhaps the sweet reasonableness of

Christianity had never been presented to

him. He looked to me so fine, so clean, so

well bred, in torture's grasp as he was, I be

lieve he would have responded if it had ever

been presented to him aright. That burning

car was his chariot of flame, and from it he

came straight to the only portal by which he

might be admitted to the City of God. I

now saw him broken-hearted and contrite.

Not all broken hearts are contrite. (Contri
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tion is more than sorrow on account of sin;

it is sorrow that arises from a sense of the

baseness of sin, and there is in it more than

a languid desire for redemption; there is a

purpose, however unuttered, to seek redemp

tion; whereas broken-heartedness may be

the result of mere circumstantial distress.)

The guide reminded me that through this

entrance passed that woman of the gospel

story who bathed our Saviour's feet in tears

and wiped them with her flowing hair.

“Hither came also,” he said, “three thou

sand years ago as you count time, that king

of Israel whose words shine out above the

portal, and, more than a millennium later,

that father of the church who never forgot

that the early years of his manhood were

wasted and whose shamefast prayer was oft,

‘Thou Ancient of Days, yet Ever New, too

late I loved Thee!’” Familiar with the life of

Augustine as I was, I wondered that he had

not passed to his immortal home through the

Ambassadors' Gate. Reading this thought,

[91]



Through Gates of Pearl

my escort promptly explained, “He was in

deed an ambassador of Christ; he occupies

an ambassador's mansion here, yet was he all

his life a penitent.”

From the Gate of Penitence to the Gate of

Sanctity we moved, the interpreter and I,

along a central landing of the crystal stair

way midway between the inner and outer

gates. I thought until that moment I knew

the meaning of whiteness, the whiteness of

snow, or of pure light. In sight of a gate

above which I read in starry letters the sixth

Beatitude, “Blessed are the pure in heart, for

they shall see God,” it became apparent to

me that, compared with the whiteness of this

portal and of its supporting pillars, the pur

est whiteness I had known was dull indeed.

Not so many entered here as at the Gate of

Penitence. Are the pure in heart few in

number? I know not, but I knew as I stood

there that I was altogether unworthy to be

admitted through that gate. Children might

be admitted here, but the Children's Gate, I
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recalled, was on the south side of the City.

All those I now saw entering bore upon

their faces evidence that they had preserved

throughout their mortal years the child-heart.

Most of these were women, though a few were

men. Among the latter I recognized the face

of a poet whose verses for children I had

read. I never knew him, but his intimate

friends have said that his frequent prayer

was that he might never outgrow the ca

pacity, characteristic of childhood, to be in

terested in little things, to be pleased with

the simplicities of Nature and of life.

I put the question to myself, “How is it

possible for those on earth, amidst its mani

fold corruptions, to preserve the innocence of

childhood?” My companion replied, “You

have read how Enoch kept his heart pure in

an age while yet the world was young, before

the race had outgrown the grossness of its

animalism; he ‘walked with God.’” So, I

reflected, through this gate passed that patri

arch of whose earthly life we know so little
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and yet so much. God was his intimate

Companion, his uttermost Friend, and there

came a time when those who knew him said,

“He has gone to be the guest of God in

God's own Land.” My angel-teacher spoke:

“There are those here who like to think of

this entrance as the Virgin's Gate, for through

it passed that Mary, the most blessed of

women, the human mother of the Incarnate

Word. She was elect to Messianic mother

hood because her heart was pure.” Protes

tant as I am, I felt at that moment and have

felt since deep emotion at the thought that it

was mine to stand where the Virgin Mother's

feet had stood.

A still more precious privilege was mine.

I had heard no music as I stood outside the

Gate of Penitence. Now there reached my

ears, from within the gate of indescribable

whiteness, music soft and sweet and low, the

sound of singers singing and of harpers

harping. Gradually the volume of har

mony swelled until I thought it must pro
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ceed from innumerable lips and strings. I

caught a portion of that peerless apostolic

hymn in praise of love—the love that think

eth no evil and seeketh not her own. Curi

ously mingled with these verses was a

familiar portion of the Psalter. If an apostle

furnished the warp, a psalmist furnished the

woof of the rare fabric of that celestial song:

“Though ye have lain among the pots, yet

shall ye be as the wings of a dove covered

with silver, and her feathers with yellow

gold.” It was the welcome home to those

who had kept themselves unspotted from the

world.

Before we left the Gate of Sanctity, I

learned that not only did Jesus' mother enter

there, but that the apostle of our Lord, who

more than any other was admitted to his

Master's friendship, the one who leaned on

Jesus' breast, and to whose filial care He,

while on the Cross, committed His mother,

passed through that gate. Standing where

I stood, then, John got his first glimpse of
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the many mansions of the Father's house

mentioned in the fourteenth chapter of his

Gospel.

From the Virgin's Gate—the gate of the

apostle John—the gate of the childlike heart

—I was conducted to the Prophets' Gate,

where I saw a throng flowing in beneath a

purple arch supported by purple pillars. Not

long did I tarry here, but long enough to re

flect and to rejoice that still God has His

prophets in the world. I thought of these

as coming only from the earth I knew. My

interpreter corrected me and said, “Some of

these are from worlds which are not yet

ready for the revelation of Immanuel. These

are doing there what the Hebrew prophets

did in the world from which you came.”

“Were the Hebrew prophets admitted

through this gate P” I asked. He answered,

“Not all; some were entitled to enter by the

Martyr Gate and some by the great white

gate which you have just visited; still others

by the Ambassadors' Gate. This portal is
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not alone for those to whom God gave pre

vision of the future. All are God's prophets

who interpret His Word and Will, who pre

pare the way for the coming of His kingdom,

beating down wilderness paths, making

crooked places straight and rough places

plain.” He added, “There are those who

call this the Interpreters' Gate.”

Perhaps it was because I was once a

teacher, in a sense an interpreter of truth,

that I reëntered the City through the

Prophets' Gate. (Since leaving the Gate of

Penitence, my journey had been along the

broad landing of the crystal stairway.)

On the western boundary of the City there

are three gates. These I saw from within,

two of them close at hand, the other from a

distance. The King's Gateway is midway

between the Gate of Loyalty and the Gate

of Intercession. Not long was I permitted

to linger by these, for much of the City lay

unexplored before me.

Throngs of newly-arrived pilgrims passed
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me. My companion told me whence they

came, but this did not interest me so deeply

as the welcome and greeting they received.

As two rivers meet and mingle, so met and

mingled the stream of those just come from

far-off worlds and that of those who had been

here long enough to have gazed on truth

unveiled and full-orbed.

No such throng as I had just seen swept

through the Gate of Intercession. Those

who entered here, however, were greeted

by a much larger number, relatively, from

within the City. I learned that most who

entered by this gate had lived their mortal

lives obscurely. Few were known to fame.

I marked among the new arrivals a radiant

spirit with face all aglow with joy—a joy

that reminded me of a sentence which de

scribes Christian rejoicing as “unspeakable

and full of glory.” Attended by a group of

spirits like herself, she moved away across a

flower-enamelled meadow. Those who fol

lowed her moved with stately tread, but she
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leaped and skipped like a care-free child.

My guide said, “She never walked on earth;

an accident in infancy resulted in an incur

able disease of the spine. She has never

even stood upon her feet until she passed

through the Gate of Pearl and ascended the

crystal stairway. Yet has she waited on the

Lord. Now she inherits the promise—run

ning without weariness. From her bed of

weakness and of pain she sent out messages

of comfort to others like herself during all

the years she waited for the coming of the

Bridegroom. Her intercourse was not alone

with earth, however; she made intercession

for the saints according to the will of God.

She wrote no letter, spoke no word, unac

companied by prayer. She kept a ‘prayer

list’—page after page of names of those for

whom she made daily supplication. The

source of her serenity was in her partnership

with the Holy Spirit who Himself maketh

intercession for us with unutterable solici

tude.”
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I had heard on earth the name of that

faithful woman. I had thought of her as a

temperamental optimist. Now I knew that

her superiority to physical limitations was

not the result of an inherited predisposition

to cheerfulness, but that it was a spiritual

victory. With spiritual weapons she had

conquered the circumstances which other

wise had made her life an unrelieved

tragedy. God’s grace had made her more

than a conqueror—had given her power to

conquer for others. Fixing his eyes upon

me, my celestial companion said, “Say to

the Church of Christ in the shadow-world,

when you return, that its holiest and highest

ministry is that of intercession; that because

of its failure in this, the night is long.” I

have tried to deliver the message as I re

ceived it.
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VII

THE HALL OF THE PRESENCE OF

THE JAVA.VAWZTE AAWD THE

AARCH OF VICTORY

IDWAY between the Gate of

Loyalty and the Gate of In

tercession, as I have said, I

beheld, from a distance, the

- King's Gateway, the Royal

Entrance. As Rousseau once observed,

“Definition (and description) would be

much easier were it not for the necessity

of using words.” The King's Gateway was

the last of the twelve gates I beheld, and

as at the wedding-feast at Cana, the best

was reserved till the last. Through the

clear atmosphere I saw the flashing of in

numerable jewels which adorned the twelfth

gate. Graceful towers rose on either side,

and these too glowed with multitudinous

gems. Straight from the portal which, I
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learned, the inhabitants of the City think

of as the Beautiful Gate, across boundless

savannas dotted here and there with foun

tains, a smooth broad highway leads to the

very center of the City, where stands the

Presence Hall of the Infinite. Into that I

was not permitted to enter. It was revealed

to me that if I had entered it, I could never

have returned to earth.

(There is an old legend that Moses, at the

end of his years, on the mountain-top look

ing towards the Land of Promise, fell to pray

ing his old-time prayer, “I beseech Thee,

show me Thy glory,” and that the Lord

granted his request and the glory of God

shone upon him and at that moment he

ceased to live.)

I saw that the Hall of the Presence of the

Infinite was not a hall alone, but an edifice

of vast dimensions and of such perfect pro

portions that not until I had looked at it

long and from many sides did I apprehend

its unearthly size. I perceived that it was
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cruciform and that above its center rose a

dome of virgin gold, the dome surmounted

by a cross which radiated light in all direc

tions. Above the dome and cross hovered

a sevenfold rainbow. The dimensions of

the edifice and the height of the dome and

cross I could not even vaguely estimate in

earthly measurements. My mind recognized

its incapacity to deal with celestial distances.

I had travelled as light travels, swiftly, long

and far. From gate to gate may have been

equivalent to the distance that separates star

from star. The avenue of which I have

spoken stretching from the Royal Entrance

to the central edifice appeared of such length

that as I gazed upon it I was reminded of

nothing so much as of the track of light

across a sea when the moon is full and one

stands upon the shore and sees an appar

ently endless highway across a boundless

space. I was quite certain that the dome

and cross appeared to rise to a height tran

scending the altitude of any mountain-peak
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on earth—Mont Blanc or Everest. And since

they seemed not excessively high, compared

with the length and breadth of the edifice,

its dimensions must have been so colossal

that if all the royal palaces in the world were

combined they might be contained therein.

My guide informed me that the right and

left wings of the Presence Hall contained the

Judgment-Throne Room and the Audience

Chamber of the King. Beneath the dome

shineth forever the Uncreated Light, the

Shekinah, whose earthly counterpart burned

above the sacred ark in the Most Holy Place

of the Tabernacle in the wilderness and the

Temple on Mount Moriah. The approach

to the Presence Hall was from the west, but

there was also an entrance from the east.

From an arched opening on the southern

side of the Hall there flowed a stream of

water, placid and broad and crystal bright.

It was the river of the vision of John the

Divine, “Proceeding out of the throne of

God and of the Lamb.” There were no
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bridges here, but companies of spirits

crossed and recrossed it at various points,

apparently with the ease of thought—

crossed it, as it impressed me then, as

Jesus must have walked upon the sea.

The banks of the river were of silvery

sand, on which, amidst camps of angels,

children of various ages played with all of

childhood's abandon and delight. “They,”

I thought, “are not fearful of God’s glory.”

My companion spoke: “The glory of the

Eternal is cloud-empillared to our sight.”

I paused for a moment near two children,

and heard their conversation. I think they

did not see me. I heard one ask the other,

“What do you call Him to His face?” The

other answered—and I thrilled at the dear

child-accent and lisp of earth—“Sometimes

I call Him ‘Good Shepherd, and some

times I call Him ‘Big Brother.’” I knew

of whom they were speaking, and in secret

prayer I have often called Him “Brother

Mine.”
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Touching my arm, my guide beckoned me

to follow him. Forthwith he led me up the

terraced slopes of a near-by hill, where, paus

ing at the edge of a grove of trees which

bore at the same time both flowers and fruit,

I looked back. Upon the river there rested

a light like the dawn of a summer daybreak.

He for whom the children waited, and of

whom they had been talking, had come. A

growing crowd of children of all ages sur

rounded Him. As one may see a person

across a room through reversed field-glasses,

the image of the Good Shepherd, the Elder

Brother, was distinct in my vision, though

reduced in size by the distance at which I

stood. No aureole encircled His head, but so

long as He was in sight something made

Him the center of the horizon. The cross

crowned dome was not so obviously the

dominating feature of the sky-line as was

that Figure.

The potent spell of an ample and pervasive

Personality filled the whole field of observa
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tion. Yet—and it struck me as strange—the

children were evidently not overwhelmed with

awe in the presence of that Person. They did

not act as little children do sometimes in the

presence of their distinguished elders. They

were not little old people, talking like old peo

ple, but just dear, delightful, whimsical, affec

tionate children. I saw them clinging to His

robes and heard their laughter and exclama

tions of delight. He held a little child by the

right hand on one side, while on the other He

steadied a still younger child who sat upon

His shoulder. Bird-shaped boats glided

across the water, and landed, groups of chil

dren leaping out from them to greet the Man

upon the shore. I said to myself, “I wonder

who all these children are.” Instantly my

mind was illuminated on that point, informed

as if by interior revelation. I recognized a

group of little ones whom I had never seen

on earth, but of whose tragic death I had

read. They were the children of a mission

ary family in India, and their bodies were
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crushed by a landslide which destroyed their

home while the parents were absent on an

errand for the Master.

Then the strangest thing happened: My

mother, in her childhood, had a playmate, a

boy about her own age, whose tragic death

was the great grief of her childhood. It was

springtime, and the first brave flowers were

peeping up in sheltered nooks. He went out

to gather flowers. A sudden storm came up,

and a great tree fell, crushing him beneath its

monstrous weight. My mother has often

told me about him, so that in my childish

imagination I had formed a more or less dis

tinct picture of him, brown-haired and with

great candid hazel eyes. Now I saw a child

separate himself from the happy company on

the river bank and move straight towards

me. In a little while he stood before me.

Calling me by name, he said, “Are you

Martha's little girl?” It was as though he

had been my playmate and chum. He asked,

“When will Martha come P” And I told
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him she was still a dweller in the world where

he had known her. He said, “Tell her I

shall be glad when she comes Home.” Then

he joined the company from which he had

come, and, led by the Good Shepherd, like

a flock of lambs, they moved out of my sight.

(I do not undertake to solve the problem

suggested by the above episode, as to whether

my mother's little friend shall ever grow up

in the “spirit world.” I remember some

thing that was said within the Children's

Gate, which at the time I had understood

as signifying that, while maturity is the law

of the heavenly world—while they who enter

the immortal life are ever in the full posses

sion of their perfect powers—whether children

grow up to maturity or whether the old grow

young again depends upon their pleasure and

the Father's will. Are there not times when

we are able by the exercise of will power to

lay aside the burdens of age and enter again

for a season into the spirit of childhood 7

May not this be prophetic of some such
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faculty, only vastly greater and more real, in

the spirit-world?)

From the hilltop on which we had stood

we proceeded through a park-like valley to

another eminence. On the slopes of the

latter hill was an orchard through which ran

pleasant paths, reminding me of the poem,

“The Orchard Lands of Long Ago.” Gentle

breezes brought me mingled odors of flowers

and of ripened fruit. Blossoms and fruit on

the same trees gave me the pleasant sensa

tion of springtime and autumn combined.

In this Land, I learned that, as on our planet,

one may pass “from lands of snow to lands

of sun,” only much more rapidly and easily

than is possible to mundane travellers. From

New England to Florida requires forty hours.

Here, from season to season may be an al

most instantaneous flight.

The next phase of my journey took me

through a variety of climates, all of them

beautiful. I passed through a midsummer

land into an autumn-land in which the trees
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were clad with gorgeous foliage. Plain and

hillside seemed covered with a rare tapestry

of gold and scarlet, with intermediate shades

of soft brown and silver. Mountain rose

beyond mountain, and horizon stretched

beyond horizon. We came at last to an

illimitable plain, crossed radially by numer

ous highways. Along some of these roads

passed companies of horsemen, over others

swift chariots moved, and by still others

throngs of pedestrians made their way—all

of them in the same direction. The mystery

of the motive power of the chariots awakened

my curiosity. When I saw them at close

range, I perceived no mechanism, and no

place for mechanism in connection with the

wheels. My guide said to me, “You are

like a child; you wonder how these chariots

are propelled. The finest, highest power in

the universe is will-power. Your earth has

not yet learned to apply it to locomotion

except through the medium of intricate ma

chinery. You have much yet to learn.
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These chariots move at the will of their

riders. In this world matter is the absolute

servant of mind, and mind and spirit are

one.”

From the center of the plain rose an arch

of cathedral-like proportions. Earth has

nothing like it. It was not a simple arch,

but octagonal, and many-towered. From

tower to tower graceful galleries stretched,

the latter so delicately wrought as to remind

one of Napoleon's reference to the tower of

the Antwerp Cathedral as “lace-work in

stone.” Beneath the center of the arch, four

highways crossed, so that eight avenues there

converged. It was the Arch of Victory. I

heard at first the low murmur, and then the

loud acclaim of a multitude. A great host

approached to the sound of music. In their

midst was a white-veiled company, lily

crowned, and bearing garlands of flowers.

As they stood before the arch, a solemn and

breathless silence fell upon them all, lasting

for a moment, then broken by the swelling
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harmony of a seraphic chorus proceeding

from a gallery of the archway.

I have never been a singer or a player

upon any musical instrument. The thought

of heaven as a temple of music never at

tracted me. Now and here I felt the spell of

music; nay, more, I felt it in myself, as

though it were the awakening of a new

faculty, or of one that had always been dor

mant. It was as though I had hitherto been

deaf, and now my ears were unstopped. It

was as though I had suddenly been endowed

with the ability to understand and speak a

new language.

The song I heard was of ineffable sweet

ness. Through it all there was a sustained

high note, flute-like, and far-reaching. It

was a song of triumph, of strife patiently

sustained, of the will to overcome, which

essentially is victory. It ended with a cli

max of melody. Then every veiled face was

uncovered, and I saw the countenances of

the conquerors. Like John on Patmos, I
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asked, “Who are these arrayed in white,

and whence came they?” My guide an

swered: “These are they who, while in the

flesh, fought the good fight of faith; they

loved truth and earnestly contended for it;

they resisted evil tendencies not alone within

themselves but in their times; they kept the

faith when faith was hard to keep ; they are

more than conquerors because, struggling

for the redemption of the race, they made it

possible for others to conquer. The more

than conquerors are such as dare to conquer

for the rest.” “Tell me of some of them,”

I said. “I will tell you of three,” he replied.

“There is one whose personal conflict was

primarily with inherited tendencies to gross

ness, to animalism.” Directed by his glance,

rather than by his hand, I saw a face which,

while calm, had graven upon it the indelible

record of spiritual warfare. It was the face

of one who had suffered, who had been baf

fled and beaten back, yet never had surren

dered. My guide continued: “And there

[114]



The Presence Hal/

is one who saw in Christ the beauty of all

worlds, and was among the first to be His

witness in a land where error reigned.

Cast out by friends and family, repudiated

by the one to whom his troth was pledged,

deprived by unjust law of his patrimony,

naught prevailed to turn him from his faith.

He had indeed in time abundant reward in

the other world, for most of those who once

had turned against him became themselves

disciples of his Lord. But, even so, he lived

his life in the midst of hostile conditions.

Yet, long as he lived, he was a comrade of

the Cross. This is the beginning of his

??

heavenly reward.” Directing me towards

another, he said, “The woman you see was

a Salvation Army officer. A brand plucked

from the burning, she became a flaming

messenger of grace. Old habits grappled

with her; old friends and companions de

rided her; old thoughts which had worn

grooves in her brain asserted themselves,

but she found safety from them all in the

[115]



Through Gates of Pear/

vigilant and self-denying life of a soldier:

Christ's soldier was she, and she overcame

by the blood of the Lamb, and the word of

her testimony.”

As he ceased speaking, the silvery blare of

trumpets sounded, and the garlanded com

pany entered, and stood beneath the very

center of the arch. I witnessed their coro

nation. Angel hands laid a crown upon

every victor's brow. The crowns were of

every imaginable loveliness—gracefulness

of leaf, delicacy of flower, permanence of

gold, luster and iridescence of gems. Be

fore they moved forward through the arch,

every conqueror received a polished white

stone, symbol at once of acquittal, election,

conquest and hospitality. Then they moved

away as another host approached. My

guide and I followed. Looking back, I saw

what had not been apparent before; that the

arch was surmounted by a crown which

flashed with light as though set with un

numbered stars.
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A poet, recently deceased, once wrote

some verses in which, quite reverently, he

intimated that heaven would not be heaven

to him if there were no night there. He

loved the twilight—that period of the day

which our fathers used to call “early candle

light.” Well, he knows ere this, for he was

a saintly man, that heaven lacks nothing that

may be desired by any soul admitted there.

While there is no night there, I discovered

that the Father has made provision in that

world for those to whom night brings balm

and soothing. Far to the east of the Arch

of Victory my guide showed me the Vale of

Night. It lies between high and overtower

ing cliffs. At the entrance is a zone of twi

light. At the heart of it is darkness, which,

were this a land of weariness, would “kiss

down the lids of tired eyes.” Does music

sound more musical at night? There are

flowers that open their chalices only after the

sun goes down. Certain it is that here the

air was strangely full of mystic cadence and

[117 J



Through Gates of Pearl

of fragrance. I heard the faint melodic

ripple of falling waters, and from afar the

piping of a whippoorwill. But I missed

the stars—“the friendly stars”—from their

places in the arch of night. On every side,

however, were twinkling lights, the phos

phorescent glow of fireflies. And I was to

see the stars—not indeed above me, but re

flected in the surface of a lake. The cliff,

beneath which our path lay, shut out the

sky from direct view, but the mirror-like lens

of the pulseless water perfectly imaged the

sky to which it was open.

I know not how long it required to pass

through the Vale of Night. Time was not

for me in the timeless world. Our exit, like

our entrance, was through a region of semi

darkness—of mild half-lights. I thought,

“How an artist like Corot would find in this

place the beauty which on earth he sought

so long !”
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THE LAND OR MAGAVIRXCEAVT

JD/STAAVCES

DID not speak aloud the

name of the famous artist

who excelled in landscapes

in which even commonplace

objects are transfigured in

the atmosphere of morning and of evening

twilight, but my thoughts were evidently

known to my guide. As we passed together

out of the twilight realm, he explained that

they who in their mortal lives are interpreters

of beauty cease neither their study nor their

labor when they enter the immortal land.

Free from the burdens of the flesh, with

clearer vision and with finer faculties, they

are able to accomplish Here what they only

attempted There. He told me that in the

heavenly world there are galleries of art and
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temples of music; that here the gifts and

graces of poetry and music, far from being

unused, are employed in the praise of God

and in the instruction and comfort of His re

deemed people. Best of all, I learned that

many who in their earth-lives never had op

portunity to cultivate the apprehension, much

less the expression, of the beautiful, here are

taken under the tuition of celestial instructors.

I quote the very words of my guide: “It

is the delight of God's messengers and

ministers in this world to feed the mind

hunger and assuage the soul-thirst of many

a child whose mortal growth was limited by

poverty or by the blinded reason of their

elders. Not long ago there entered here

through the Children's Gate a girl whose

life ended on your planet when she was

scarce more than an infant. Yet had she

been a wage-earner, with others no older

than herself, in a factory in a seacoast town.

Her strength was overtaxed, and she faded

like a blighted flower, chilled and killed by
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the callousness and cruelty of those who for

get that “in heaven their angels do always

behold the face of the Father. She had

never seen a beautiful picture or heard good

music, yet in her rare moments of play she

had made sketches in the sand and had fash

ioned with it figures which, had an artist

seen, would have presaged a great career.

I saw her when she entered first the Temple

of Beauty. I stood beside her as she gazed

at the wonderful work of a painter who came

here half a thousand years ago. His artistry

while yet in the flesh is the glory of one

of your hemispheres. He painted upon his

knees and mixed his colors with prayer.

The best work he did while in the flesh was

only a dim prophecy of his handiwork here.

The child gazed hungrily at the masterpiece

and cried, ‘I also can paint. The factory

child is a pupil of the Italian master whose

life on your planet ended centuries ago.”

Beyond the twilight zone my companion

and I stood at the edge of another plain. At
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sight of it I exclaimed, “Land of magnifi

cent distances !” Horizon stretched beyond

horizon; a thousand thousand uplifted hills

lay beyond the plain; the light lay upon the

hills in tender tones, pure, warm, golden;

beyond the hills were purple mountains.

Here and there on the plain were groups of

wonderful buildings. I stood before several

of these and entered a few. One of those I

entered was the Pavilion of the Past. Per

haps the English poet who wrote “The

Pleasures of Memory” may have dreamed of

some such place as this.

On the walls of a single chamber of im

mense length and breadth I saw the history

of the world. The physical evolution of the

planet appeared in a series of shifting

panoramas, in which a formless void gave

place to a slowly shaping sphere. The

days—ages—of creation, as recorded in

Genesis, succeeded each other swiftly but

with great distinctness. I saw the first

human figure that ever stood “God-con
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quered, with face to heaven upturned.”

Then, as in a series of swift flash-light

views, the progress of the human race was

imaged forth. Armies marched and counter

marched. Geographical boundaries shifted.

New nations were born, some as in a single

day, others more slowly. I followed with

eager interest the rise of Israel. At last I

saw a star glide across the East and take its

place above a stable in a Syrian town.

Shepherds left their flocks while an un

earthly light hung above the hills. Angelic

voices chanted a song of “peace among men

of good will.”

A little later I saw a Cross uplifted from a

stony skull-shaped mound, and then an

empty tomb and an emerging Victor. I saw

the little band of praying disciples at Pente

cost, and the descending Dove. I could

trace the rise of the Christian Church as

a moral and spiritual force in the midst of

the Roman Empire. I saw Rome decline

and fall. Darkness fell upon the earth suc
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ceeded by a dawning light, the Renaissance;

then a brighter light which brought both

heat and radiance to the hearts of man. It

was the Reformation. “Chieftains and bards

and keepers of the sheep,” kings and war

riors, saints and martyrs and founders of

empires, and an innumerable host of those

who have no place upon the recorded pages

of history, all passed in inconceivably quick

but definite vision before my wondering eyes.

My escort said, “It is all here. Naught

on earth has escaped the infinite cameras

of the sky. Earth's sounds, also, whether

breathing benediction or reeking with blas

phemy, borne by ether waves, are recorded

upon the sensitive but indestructible tablets

of eternity. Are there those who think to

hide anything from the eyes of God?

Naught that happens upon your planet is

unimportant. The lives of the rich, clad in

purple and fine linen, and the lives of the

poor, who swarm in hovels or starve at the

gates of the great; mothers bending over
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cradled babes, and fathers with open arms

waiting to welcome returning prodigals, all,

all, are in the light of God’s countenance.”

“Are these the books by which, our Scrip

tures say, we shall be judged?” I asked.

He answered, “The Books of Judgment are

not here, yet are these records sure witnesses

concerning earth. Moreover,” he added,

“this is but one chamber in the Pavilion of

the Past. Into the other chambers you may

not enter, for they concern other worlds than

yours.”

“There is a palace here,” my guide re

sumed, “above the entrance door to which

the title reads, “The Plan of Every Life.’

There immortals see with vision clarified

from doubt and mystery the perfect will and

pleasure of the Eternal concerning themselves

from the moment of their birth in the world

of time to the moment of their birth into the

timeless world. Not one redeemed child of

earth has ever entered that place and looked

upon God's plan for him who has not come
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out with praise and blessing on his lips.

Infinite goodness and unsearchable wisdom

guard every plan from error. Only One has

ever seen the definite plan of His life as it

appears here who has not also seen how at

one point or another, or at many points, His

life was at variance with that plan.” I knew

what One he meant—“the perfect Life, in

perfect labor writ.”

I longed to see God’s plan for my life, but

my guide reminded me, “Have you not the

Book? Have you not the example of the

Perfect One?” I said, “I can think of no

more swift and certain condemnation than

that which must follow the comparison of the

most perfect life on earth with the life of the

Master. Yet it has been revealed to us that

we are to be judged ‘by that Man whom

God hath ordained. What hope is there

for any soul?” Deep pity shone from the

eyes of my angel friend as he said, “Have

you forgotten that He lived His earthly life

for you?” And as he spoke there came to
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my mind inexpressible comfort in the remem

brance of the words of Paul, “For ye are

dead, and your life is hid with Christ in God.”

Since my return from the journey through

Gates of Pearl I chanced one day to open

an old book, in which my eyes lighted upon

a poem written by George Herbert two and a

half centuries ago. My readers are perhaps

familiar with it. The thought that comforted

me he quaintly puts thus, though I would

alter slightly the reading of the last line:

(Our faults are not His, but—and this is what

my guide must have meant,-His, Christ's,

merits are ours.)

“Almighty Judge, how shall poor wretches brook

Thy dreadful look,

Able a heart of iron to appal,

When Thou shalt call

For ev'ry man's peculiar book?

“What others mean to do, I know not well;

Yet I hear tell

That some will turn Thee to some leaves therein,

So void of sin,

That they in merit shall excel.
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“But I resolve, when Thou shalt call for mine,

That to decline,

And thrust a Testament into Thy hand,

Let that be scann’d;

There Thou shalt find my faults are Thine.”

I have spoken of seeing mountains and

valleys and hills. Sacred writers call heaven

a city, the City of God, the New Jerusalem.

From time to time in this account of my

journey I have used the same figure. And

heaven is indeed a city, but it is a city of

cities, and the great spaces to which I have

alluded which I have but feeble power to .

describe are to this City and to its innumer

able inhabitants what the parks are to an

earthly metropolis. I have seen the plan of

a model city designed by a landscape engi

neer and architect of brilliant imagination.

In it the houses and even the factories were

so set in parks that the whole city was a

park. The Jewish tabernacle in the wilder

ness was built according to a divine plan, if

the records be true, and we believe they are.

If so, then God is an architect. Heaven
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therefore is a divinely planned city. What

perfection should we not look for in a city

whose builder and maker is God?

One of the surprises of my vision was the

substantiality of the City. It is builded on

foundations as real as granite. It is “rock

ribbed, and ancient as the sun.” The ele

ments out of which the celestial temples and

palaces are built are as real as those with

which we deal on earth, only more nu

merous. Superhuman intelligences possess

knowledge of elements which as yet are un

known to us. And moreover they command

forces which we have not yet discovered.

The Pavilion of the Past was impressive

both for its size and its stately and majestic

beauty. From it I was conducted to an

edifice which taxes the power of human

speech to describe. It was a temple rather

than a pavilion, constructed of a material

resembling burnished gold, but redder than

gold, and apparently possessing the quality

of radio-activity. The walls were as solid
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as though of gold, yet the emanations there

from were of cloud-like softness and flame

like lambency. The temple was a perfect

square, and much higher than any other

edifice I had seen except the Hall of the

Presence of the Infinite. Around the top a

frieze of sculptures in glistening white stood

out against a background of deep, dull blue.

Through the clear atmosphere I could see

the statues in detail as through a powerful

glass. The hands that wrought them had

the ideals of the elder days of art—or shall

I say of the coming days of art? The figures

were allegorical. I needed not to ask the

name of this temple. The sculptures pro

claimed it. Each of them was the all-but

breathing personification of the qualities

which characterize perfect love—courtesy,

loyalty, urbanity, veneration, respect, rever

ence, purity, unselfishness, truth. This was

the Temple of Love.

The entrance to the Temple was through

a massive doorway on which I read the
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words, “Love is of God, and every one that

loveth is born of God and knoweth God.”

Entering, we were not alone. A throng

passed in with us, and others preceded and

followed. The hall here was itself a temple

of superb proportions. I marked that not

all the pilgrims here were clad in white.

Those who entered through the door

through which we passed were indeed white

robed. But it seemed there was a door on

each of the four sides of the temple, and

those who entered through the other doors

were some in gray, some in gold, and some

in crimson. The illumination of the hall was

as through a dome of myriad-colored stained

glass. It was a symphony of color, resem

bling, most of all earthly sights, the wonderful

atmospheric effects at the Grand Canyon of

the Colorado.

At my right and left were doorways.

“What are these?” I inquired. “Read

what thou seest,” my guide replied, “and

if thou then requirest further help, I will
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instruct thee.” Both doors were covered

with mosaic work in precious stones. On

one I read in illumined letters the words,

“They who have been purified by love here

find their treasures.” Dull of understanding,

I looked towards my guide for enlightenment.

He said, “The strong and brave are saved

and chastened by love; the weak-willed, who

resist not the tyranny of the flesh, fall into

condemnation through it. The life which

looks not beyond the satisfactions of the

senses is not worthy the name of love.

Passion is not love. Love exalts its object;

passion exalts itself. Love sacrifices itself;

passion sacrifices its object, and so its object

becomes its victim. The rewards which lie

beyond that jeweled door are reserved for

those who for pure love's sake have put

away all thought of self.” Listening, I

heard the sound of happy voices, of laughter

and of singing. The door opened to admit

a gray-clad pilgrim. Looking in, I saw in

numerable groups of three or four, or five or
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six, as though in families. Here and there

were larger circles, as of friends. In the

center of the room there was a fountain, and

the silver tinkle of its falling waters mingled

with the soft music of unseen strings. A

grateful odor greeted my senses; it was the

breath of spring. Every face was joyful, and

every face was young. I have mentioned

the fact that I heard voices from this room,

but as I looked at them more closely I per

ceived that they were also communicating

with each other without the use of words.

Eye spoke to eye and heart to heart.

Something caused me to look intently at

the figure of one within the room, in which

there was something that seemed familiar

to me. Was it the poise of the head? the

finely chiselled brow? It may have been the

voice, for she was speaking aloud to her

companion. I spoke her name mentally,

and as I did so she turned and looked at

me, and there was a glad smile of swift

recognition. (I had a favorite aunt, once a
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teacher, in her latter years a writer. Her

name is not unknown to readers of short

stories in a certain popular magazine of a

generation ago. She never married, though

she had suitors. She had her sufficient rea

sons for choosing the solitary life. Her later

years were lonely. She was not alone now,

and in her white she looked not unlike a

bride in June.) As the door closed, she

evidently spoke my name to her companion,

for they both looked at me and waved their

hands in salutation. She knew me, but she

knew that I had not yet come to the City to

abide. I shall ever think of that room as

the Place of Compensation.

The opposite door opened to admit a com

pany, all in white, and I saw that this room

was even more magnificent than the one

into which I had just been permitted to

look. It was filled and flooded with a

glory which I took to be some special

manifestation of the divine presence. I

was in error, however, for my guide said,
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“Here is to be the marriage-feast of the

Lamb, but the time is not yet fulfilled.

The Bridegroom tarries. Preparations are

not yet complete. The bride has not yet

put on her wedding garments.” Answering

an unspoken question of mine he continued,

“These you have seen enter here are serv

ants of the King. It is their office to pre

pare this place for that event to which all

the ages have looked forward. Here the

long, long watch of the faithful Church is

to be ended. The Bridegroom will claim

His bride.”

The door remained ajar long enough for

me to see at the farther end of the chamber

a window aflame with the gorgeousness of a

thousand sunsets. Around the room ex

tended a circular gallery on the front of

which I read two inscriptions: “He brought

me to the banqueting house, and his banner

Over me was love.” “He that hath the

bride is the bridegroom; but the friend of

the bridegroom, who standeth and heareth
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him, rejoiceth greatly because of the bride

groom's voice; my joy therefore is fulfilled.”

A company of trumpeters entered the gallery

beneath the flaming window. They put the

trumpets to their lips and sounded forth

notes of joy so perfect that they seemed

articulate; in antiphony there came from

singers at the other end of the chamber be

yond my angle of vision a song I had never

before heard, and yet I had a haunting sense

that it was not entirely strange. I thought,

“This is the song of Moses and the Lamb.”

Long after it ceased it echoed and reëchoed

in my ears. I had heard the song which

none but the redeemed can learn, and, as I

left the Temple of Love, my guide told me

that in the latter chamber, the place of the

marriage supper, the ransomed of the Lord

are to receive the new name which only they

who receive it can read.

It may seem incongruous, but nevertheless

it is true, that as I left the temple with my

guide, mingling with the music I had heard
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—so perfect that the noblest anthems of

earth seem dissonance in comparison with

it, there were some memories of an old

hymn:

“Called to the feast by the King are we,

Seated perhaps where His people be;

How will it fare then with thee and me,

When the King comes in ?”
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THE SANCTUARYOF EXPLANATION

N a former chapter I have

spoken of seeing a woman

enter the City through the

Martyr Gate,-she who on

earth had been a martyr of

love. As I turned away from the door

through which I had heard angelic choirs,

I saw her, the long crucified, the silent

sufferer, the soul whose daily companion

had been pain. She was entering the Tem

ple of Love, with a group of spirits upon

whose faces were evident the peace that

passes explanation. It had certainly not

been long since I saw her enter the City,

but now her bearing was that of a native

of the place. Even while she trod the rug

ged, thorny paths of earth, her heart was

evidently here. Because of the nature of
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her earthly anguish, which faith had helped

her bear with passionate patience, it was

inevitable that she should find her way to

the Temple of Love and the Place of Com

pensation.

Within the Gate of Great Desire, not far

from the House of Fulfillment, I had seen the

towers of the Sanctuary of Explanation. I

was about to ask my guide whether it were

possible for us to visit the Sanctuary of Ex

planation, when he said, “You shall see the

place of the solution of all problems, the ex

planation of all mysteries.” Then, with the

rapidity of light—yea, with the speed of

thought—we traversed valleys and high

lands, plains and mountains, until we must

have covered half the circumference of the

sphere which, I am sure, is the center of all

universes.

The outlines of the Sanctuary of Explana

tion, in perspective, I had already seen; so

they were familiar to my eyes. We were

admitted through a gateway of myriad
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arches. Not the beauty of the interior im

pressed me as did the transcendent joy so

evident upon the countenances of those who

thronged the halls and chambers of this

place. Have you seen the face of a child

light up when, after painful wrestling with a

difficult problem, the moment of compre

hension comes? More plainly than words,

the radiant eyes and smiling lips proclaim,

“Now I understand l’’ Well, it was the

light of understanding, the joy of complete

comprehension, which irradiated every face.

The walls of these chambers were covered

with a material of satin softness and sheen;

upon this surface as upon a canvas of rare

texture appeared pictures like those I had

seen in the Pavilion of the Past, except that

these had for their subjects incidents in

individual lives rather than great historic

movements. At times the pictures reminded

me of etchings on silk; at other times they

resembled photographs in color, and at still

others they were like wonderfully wrought
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paintings. Yet no etching or photograph or

painting speaks. These pictures moved

and spoke, or, rather, the figures in them

moved and spoke. By what possible proc

ess such effects were produced I could not

know and did not attempt to discover. I

was aware that what I saw was the result of

forces for which earthly art and science have

no name. As we passed from chamber to

chamber, my guide said: “Here are the

Arcanum of Knowledge, the Court of Wis

dom, the Place of Timely Revealing, of

which Jesus spoke when He said, ‘I have

many things to say unto you, but ye can

not bear them now, and the Place of the

Interpretation of Providence.” I would have

recognized the last-named chamber from the

fact that above the door leading into it I saw

the Master's words, “What I do thou know

est not now ; but thou shalt know hereafter.”

The door opened, apparently in response to

my thought, “Would I could enter here.”

I have referred to certain pictures in the
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Sanctuary of Explanation as individual rather

than historic. Those I now saw were not only

individual but personal—personal to me, I

mean, and therefore of them I may not write

thus publicly. Is it not sufficient to say that

I beheld a very concrete and indubitable vin

dication of the providence of God in my own

past? I do not mean to say that what I saw

covered all my earthly experience; that was

not necessary; but light was cast on certain

problems in my life which until that moment

had vexed my understanding and taxed my

faith in the assurance “that all things work

together for good to them that love God.”

Now I know it is literally true. I can never

again think of certain events and circum

stances as I once thought of them. Hope

deferred never again will make my heart

sick. Help delayed will not cause my faith

to waver. I have seen the benevolence of

some unanswered prayers. Like Frances

Ridley Havergal, I thank God that He has

not always taken me at my word. I under
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stand better the kindly purpose of pain. I

saw, somewhat as Moses must have seen the

passing pageant of divine goodness, God's

reason for the failure of many a darling plan,

for the wreck of many a cherished hope.

Would I could speak my word of assurance

to the inner ear of every impatient soul—

every soul “caught in the clutch of cruel

circumstance”! I have seen a little, only a

little, but enough to know that May Riley

Smith is absolutely right when she says:

“Some time, when all life's lessons have been

learned,

When sun and stars forevermore have set,

The things which our weak judgments here have

spurned,

The things o'er which we grieved with lashes

wet,

Will flash before us out of life's dark night

As stars shine most in deepest tints of blue;

And we shall see how all God's plans were right,

And how what seems reproof was love most

true.”

“Blessed are they that have not seen, and

yet have believed.”
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I turned to leave the Chamber of the In

terpretation of Providence when I beheld not

far from me a gray-clad pilgrim. It seems

that some of the problems of her life had

been not unlike those of mine, and that, in

addition to these, she had lived in the shadow

of three great griefs—literally in the shadow

of them; she had followed Christ in the dark.

I was permitted to converse with her. She

told me she had experienced a great sorrow

in her young womanhood, a disappointment

in love. She said, “I have seen here what

would have been my fate if the desire of

my young, proud heart had been granted.”

What she had always called an accident de

feated her purpose to achieve a career as a

singer. She continued, “I have seen the

‘career’ I coveted, and I bless the God of

my life that I was turned aside from it.

Vanity and vexation of spirit alone lay that

way.” She alluded to the third and the se

verest of her earthly trials thus: “I married,

and God gave me three children. The first
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born died in infancy and though I did be

lieve the Good Shepherd had taken my lamb,

I fear I never quite forgave Him for my loss.

It required the utmost spiritual effort to look

at the empty crib and the little shoes without

begrudging God the gift He gave and took

away. But,” and as she spoke her face was

transfigured with happiness, “now I see that

it was better for him to have come here.

The God who endowed him with certain un

usual mental faculties the very uniqueness of

which would have caused him to be ‘an alien

to his mother's children, a stranger on earth,

in tender pity sent a messenger to reclaim

His gift. My baby awaited me when I en

tered the City a little while ago. He is with

me now.” Turning, she beckoned closer to

her side a youth, tall and fair and manly, his

face the image of his mother's, every attitude

and motion one of unstudied but faultless

grace. Calling him by the affectionate di

minutive name she had applied to him in

infancy, she said, “If you had remained with
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me in the other world, I would have been

your teacher, but you must be my teacher

now.” He looked at her and smiled, then

looked at me with pity in his eyes because

he knew I was but a transient sojourner

here; then, hand in hand, mother and son

moved away together. As they left me, I

heard him call her by the name his infant

lips had scarcely learned to fashion in the

other world, as he said, “Ammo, come with

me to the place the Master has helped me to

prepare for you.”

I have had very definite and perhaps

peculiar ideas as to the misuse of the phrase,

“the providence of God.” I have resented

the notion which so many seem to entertain

that Providence is responsible for every un

timely death, every heart-breaking sorrow,

every tragedy of invalidism, every unhappy

accident, every case of a child born blind or

lame or deaf or dumb. I have believed, and

still believe, that, were the facts known, human

ignorance and disregard of natural or moral
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law are responsible for many such a “provi

dential dispensation.” But my views, while

they have not been reversed, have greatly

enlarged since my vision in the Sanctuary of

Explanation. I now see that the providence

of God—His special interposition in human

affairs—has a wider scope than most of us

have thought.

My guide next constrained me to enter a

chamber the approach to which was by a

wide stairway of marble inlaid with many

colored semi-precious stones. There I saw,

visualized, the divine method of overruling

the wrath of man, of bringing evil to naught,

of counteracting the natural consequences of

ignorance and sin, and of turning hostile

forces into agencies that make for the power

and uplift of human life. I saw how unfor

tunate events in my own experience have

given me a quickness, sincerity and depth of

sympathy I could not otherwise have had,

and how my own errors in judgment have

turned to the greater glory of my Lord.
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Here, as in the Chamber of Interpretation,

I saw far beyond the narrow limits of my

own earthly experience. Among the figures

which moved before my vision was that of a

shipwrecked apostle, to whom the disaster

which threatened the success of his enter

prise became a great opportunity to reach

the hearts of his companions in peril. An

other was a poet who became blind just at

the threshold of his manhood; but from the

moment of gathering darkness, his mind was

illumined with an unearthly light, and his

spirit was more radiant than it could have

been if accident had not deprived him of

sight. The whole effect of what I saw here

was to give me a glimpse into the method,

the rich and manifold compensatory proc

esses, by which God's providence in the lives

of His children turns opposition into benefit,

and transforms the weapons of their foes into

agencies of praise.

My guide did not tell me the name of this

chamber, but it was unnecessary that I should
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be told, for everything in it was an illustra

tion, a demonstration, indeed, of the truth of

the words, “All things work together for

good to them that love God.” It was the

place of the vision of overruling Providence.

Even more distinctly than the incidents to

which I have just alluded, I shall carry with

me the memory of a series of pictures which

touched my heart as few things ever have,

either on earth or within the Gates of Pearl.

It was as though a great book stood before

me, its pages turned by invisible hands. It

might have been the Book of Memory, or the

Book of History. First I saw, in a city in a

far-distant land, a group of buildings, a mis

sion compound. There were a chapel, a

hospital, and two schools, one for boys and

one for girls. A mob gathered in the street

under strange banners, beating drums and

“breathing out threatenings and slaughter.”

I heard the babel of angry voices, and saw a

smaller company of the mob separate them

selves from the main body, enter one of the
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main buildings, and apply the torch. The

flames spread, and looting began. I saw the

frightened, huddled missionaries and their

children, hiding from the wild beasts in human

form who sought them. Spears and stones

were hurled. A child was the first to fall, a

girl of eight or nine years of age. She called,

“Mother !” and I saw a pale-faced woman

return and gather up the bruised body. A

furious madman hurled both of them to the

ground. Then shots were fired, other mis

sionaries fell, and the whole group of build

ings was a scene of cruelty and violence,

bloodshed and death.

Instantly I saw a group of white-robed

figures hovering over the place, passing

through the flames unscathed. Their faces

were like those I had seen within this City.

Indeed, I recognized some of the angel faces

as the very same I had seen accompanying

martyrs and little children up the crystal

stairway at one of the twelve gates. They

had come to the relief, the eternal deliverance,
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of the slaughtered servants of God. Not all

the martyrs were missionaries. I plainly

saw a woman, a teacher, surrounded by a

group of her pupils. They looked to me

like frightened birds taking shelter under

their mother's wings. The teacher was the

first to fall, but one by one the children's

lives were taken, some by a single swift

stroke of a sword, others by slower methods

of torture. A group of older boys and girls

were given the opportunity to save their

lives by denying their faith in Christ, but

the last and the least of them refused to

recant. I saw their radiant spirits rise

straight from their mangled forms, and felt

no longer sad.

Another great leaf of the book turned, and

I saw men and women in the home lands

whose gifts had gone into the building of

the mission which had been destroyed.

Tears streamed down their faces when the

message came which told of the death of

their friends and the destruction of the first
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fruit of their sacrifice and labor. (Some of

these faces were very familiar to me.) I

read the heart-anguish, the almost black

despair which like a somber cloud en

shrouded their brave spirits, and I longed

to tell them not to weep for the saints who

had fallen, when lo! I saw an angel form

approaching one, a mother whose daughter

was among the victims of the missionary

massacre. He bent above her and seemed

to whisper into her ear words which caused

her to dry her tears and lift her face towards

the sky as if in praise.

My guide spoke gently to me, “To you it

is given to behold the sequel of the sad scene

you have witnessed.” Other pages of the

great book turned, and I saw another group

of buildings, more solid and spacious than

those which had been destroyed. There

were a larger chapel, larger schools, and a

hospital far better equipped than the old one.

Throngs of people were entering the chapel,

and the schools were crowded. A delega
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tion of officers of the city, the foreign city,

once so hostile to missionary work, came to

present gifts to the missionaries. A group

of native converts scattered flowers over the

graves of the martyrs. A child was kneeling

at the grave of the girl whose death I had

seen, making that little mound the altar of

her prayers. A multitude of humble Chris

tian homes surrounded the main compound.

Then suddenly I heard the words of an old

hymn, sung by voices that were once of

earth. The leading voice was familiar.

Was it not the deep, rich, sweet mezzo

soprano of dear B , who left us but a

little while ago?

“The sun may have scorched, and the winter

wind blasted

The most of the seed that in springtime I’ve

sown,

But He who has watched while my weary toil

lasted

Will give me a harvest for what I have sown.”

I could not help joining in the refrain:
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“Over and over, yes, deeper and deeper,

My heart is pierced through with earth's

sorrowing cry,

But the tears of the sower and the songs of

the reaper

Will mingle together in joy by and by.”

The song ceased, the vision vanished, and

I found myself again at the entrance of the

Sanctuary of Explanation, within the gate

way of myriad arches. There I beheld a

group of towering angels, their faces turned

from me, and their wings outstretched as if

to take flight. My guide said, “They are

God's couriers, soon to resume their ministry

on your planet. Wherever His people are

in danger or in need, there He sends His

swiftest, strongest messengers.”
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THE MAANSZOA'S OF THE BALEST

ROM the Sanctuary of Ex

planation we journeyed to

one of the many cities

within the City. What I

had seen elsewhere awak

ened in my heart a great yearning to see

some of the mansions of the blest, some of

the abiding places of the Father's children.

Within the Gate of Great Desire I had seen

avenues of stately trees and a fourfold river.

There was the House of Fulfillment which I

was permitted to enter, with its chambers of

Withheld Completions and Good Intentions.

Not long did I tarry there. My journey then

had only fairly begun. Evidently my guide

knew the hunger of my heart to observe if

not to taste the bliss of those who have

reached their everlasting homes.
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The law of social gravitation is as inevi

table as that of physical attraction. Judas

“went to his own place.” Here, moral com

patibility and spiritual kinship determine

one's ultimate abode. As on earth there are

industrial cities and educational cities and

cities in which music is cultivated more than

any other art, so in heaven there are com

munities which organize themselves upon

the principle of homogeneity. Of course

there is a sense in which all the inhabitants

of the City of God are equally responsive to

the love which redeemed them out of every

kindred and tongue and people and nation.

There is a sense in which all alike belong to

the royal priesthood, even as they did while

yet they sojourned in the flesh. But diver

sities of gifts persist eternally, and as atom

joins atom by chemical affinity, so kindred

soul greets kindred soul in the immortal life,

however separate they were on earth, in

point of time or space.

Jewish pilgrims on their way to Jerusalem
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at the time of a great feast used to break into

song as they came to the summit of the hill

from which they saw the roof-tops of the city

of David, and the Temple gleaming like a

colossal jewel under the cloudless sky. So

I saw the mansions to which my guide was

leading me, from a mountain over which we

passed in our pilgrimage to that point. Was

it not Mohammed who would not enter Da

mascus because, he said, “It is given to man

to behold but one Paradise, and I prefer to

wait for mine”? Not Jerusalem in the days

of its superlative splendor, nor Damascus

and the flashing waters of Abana and Phar

par, could have feasted the eye of the way

worn traveller as did the view before me. It

was entrancing from a distance, and, like a

rare piece of art, it was beautiful in detail.

I shall ever think of it as the “Morning

Land,” for all around the rim of the blue

sky hovered the perpetual “rose of dawn.”

We passed along avenues of oaks and

beeches like those under whose shadow in
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the other world I have passed many a happy

hour in childhood. Far back from the

smooth white highway were buildings as

various in size as those of any residence

street in an American or European capital.

Paths led through bowers and gardens to

houses which, whether large or small, were

so constructed and ornamented as to create

the immediate sense of perfect congruity

with environment. If it be the mark of an

illogical mind to fix the attention upon some

inconsequent detail, then, I suppose, I am

illogical. At any rate, the thing that struck

me as most attractive about all the houses

that I saw was something which suggested

to my mind the hospitality of every home

—the liberal width of all the entrances.

Porches were spacious, too, and from many

an open window I heard singing. It was

not the singing of choirs, not anthem sing

ing, not sacred music as we are wont to call

it, but social music, full of sentiment, of love

and memory and friendship. The voices of
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children were not absent from the multitudi

nous sounds that came to me as we pro

ceeded along the street. Groups of radiant

spirits passed us from time to time engaged

in conversation. Chariots moved along the

avenue, propelled by mystic power, as those

had been which I had seen on the radial

highways leading to the Arch of Victory.

So, this was not a place of inactivity, even

though it was a place of peace. I heard no

discordant noises. I observed no unseemly

haste, so characteristic of the crowded streets

of earth. These people were conscious of

no limitation of time.

“Who are the inhabitants of this delight

ful place : " I asked. My guide answered,

“These are they who obeyed the command

ment given by the Spirit through that great

apostle who, next to the Lord Christ, has

been the spiritual teacher of your race:

‘Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever

things are venerable, whatsoever things are

just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever
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things are lovable, whatsoever things are

gracious, think on these things.'”

I coveted an opportunity to converse with

some one of the residents of this realm, and

instantly there approached, as if in answer

to the voiceless bidding of my companion,

a spirit on whose face were mingled benev

olence and intellectuality. There was no

formal word of greeting on his part. Ap

parently he knew my errand here, and knew

that I was destined to return to the mortal

life. As he spoke, something,-not in his

voice, for I had never heard that on earth,

nor in his face, for I had never seen him in

the flesh, but rather in the method of his

thought, in the form of his expression, in the

felicitous yet intense phrasing of his words,

—identified him to my knowledge. He was

an English essayist and philosopher, a man

of lucid and logical intellect and exalted spir

ituality. I had read several of his books and

had been helped by them. He had been

dead a score of years. (Dead? Is it right
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to speak of one as dead whom one has seen

face to face, young, vital, immortal?)

Then he who had taught me through the

printed page in other years became my in

terpreter. He said: “The relation between

the mortal and the immortal life is not only

much more intimate than we knew on earth,

but it includes the possibility of much more

practical coöperation of immortals with mor

tals. Thought is a force as real as any

cosmic energy, and it has power in all

worlds. It is by thought, while earth

bound, that we lay up treasures of the mind

in this world where intellect, untrammelled

by the flesh, acquires power undreamed

of in the land of time and sense. Pure

thoughts, high, noble thoughts, born of the

human mind, rise from earth and find re

sponse among the “morning stars and sons

of God. The perception of truth, as I once

declared while I still dwelt in the body, is

more than a mental act,—it involves moral

capacities as well. The truths, discovered
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or revealed, to which mortals give assent,

the truths they welcome and cherish, have

their heavenly counterparts. The mansions

you have seen, with domes of gold and white

beneath this sky of liquid blue, have been

created by the earthly thoughts of their oc

cupants. Only ample souls find spacious

mansions here.” Answering some unuttered

feeling of pity in my heart for those who, in

our world, are condemned to narrow culture

or to none, the great teacher resumed,

“Think not that only the learned in the

world of men have hospitable dwelling

places here; culture consists of graces of

the spirit rather than gifts of the mind.

God has a multitude of ‘peasant saints.’

My worthiest master here, except of course

the Master of all truth, is one who, long ago,

was an unlettered slave; another was a

humble cobbler.” As he spoke I remem

bered the lame slave in old Rome whose

philosophy is still the delight of scholars,

and I recalled the royal thoughts of a peas
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ant who grew immortal “as he stooped be

hind his plow.” So, it would seem, the

aristocracy of heaven is founded upon in

trinsic greatness of mind and spirit.

As we moved on, I said to my long-time

guide, my celestial companion, “I observe

that heaven is not unlike earth except that

everything beautiful there is perfect here.”

He replied, “All that is worthy of admira

tion in lesser worlds is but a dim reflection

of the loveliness of the City of God. Even

the kingdom which Christ established among

men is to this kingdom as a branch to a

vine. The priestly jewels of the Old Testa

ment church were meant to be symbolic of

the precious stones so abundant in the

church of the first-born. The fairest of all

worlds where mortals dwell mirrors back

only a wavering distorted image of the place

where the spirits of the just are made perfect.”

“I have been much amazed,” I said, “to

hear that the thoughts of mortals have any

thing to do in the material furnishing of
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their immortal dwelling-places. Tell me if

our thoughts on earth still bind us to our

friends in heaven.” “They do,” he affirmed

with great directness and with emphatic

force. “Gratitude and love follow many a

spirit within the Gates of Pearl; affectionate

solicitude is not without its earth-transcend

ing power, and yet, God does not permit His

heaven-born children, who were cheated out

of their earthly inheritance of tender care, to

suffer eternal loss. Heirs of salvation enter

into as well as upon infinite ministries here.

Think you that John the gentle and Paul the

bold have found in heaven no sphere for

their apostolic zeal, their shepherdly love?

Myriads are admitted here from every nation

of your earth and from other earths who saw

the truth but dimly. That which was denied

them while pilgrims of the night is furnished

in abounding measure here.” His words but

confirmed what he had intimated as we stood

within the Children's Gate.

I was anxious to know, if I might, whether
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the redeemed who have entered into the

inheritance of the saints in light still think

of earth and of those they leave behind

them, wrestling with the problems of time

and bearing the burdens of toil and grief. I

had learned that the loving thoughts of earth

follow the departed into the sky and I rea

soned with myself, “Surely if the thoughts

of mortals follow their friends into the im

mortal world, the hearts of the redeemed

must still cherish the memory of earthly

friendships and desire the spiritual good of

those they once loved.” My mental inquiry

was immediately satisfied. My guide said:

“The ladder Jacob saw, as he lay sleeping

on his stony bed, connected earth and

heaven. Is it not written that he beheld

angels ascending and descending ? The de

scending angels of his dream signified the

unseen benedictions heaven showers on

earth. How few there are who stop to ask,

when an inspiring thought visits the mind,

when a noble impulse seizes the heart, when
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a spiritual yearning fills the soul, ‘Whence

came this thought, this impulse, this yearn

ing ?’ The Holy Spirit touches human life

directly, but God also uses ministering angels

as His agents in dealing with human life.

Your poet who spoke of heaven lying all

about, encompassing the weakness of in

fancy, was short-sighted; supernatural forces

literally besiege human life on every side.

Israel's prophet saw the angels of the Lord

encamped upon the mountain. His servant

also saw the army when his eyes were open,

but the army was there before the young

man saw it. The human body, with its wall

of flesh, is like a prison in which the spirit

dwells. Only the spiritual, those who sub

due the walls of flesh, see through the walls

of flesh how real and near are the super

sensuous allies of the soul.”

As if to illustrate the meaning of these

words, it was given me to see a dream

within my dream, a vision within my vision.

At my guide's bidding, I closed my eyes.
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Then I felt his fingers laid upon them, as

Jesus must have touched the sightless eyes

of the blind He healed. Palaces and man

sions faded from my view, and in their stead

I saw, for a moment, an earthly city. Along

a street at night there walked a youth. His

steps were hesitant, as if he were tempted to

turn and retrace his course. Within his

heart a battle raged. His mind was evi

dently burdened and uneasy. I looked

closer, and observed that he wore a mourn

ing-band upon one sleeve. Dim dark

shapes dogged his footsteps. He was evi

dently tempted to do some unaccustomed

thing, some unworthy thing. As I watched

him, I thought of the battle the apostle

writes about in the seventh chapter of Ro

mans. He was on the point of yielding,

when I saw, in the midst of the cloud that

kept pace with him, a luminous shape. It

glided in between him and the sinister

shadows. It assumed the form of an angel

with a woman's face. But it was a human
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face, after all, and a face that much re

sembled that of the youth. Was it not his

mother? If it was not she, it was “her an

gel,” and it was a guardian angel. He

started as with surprise. His face was like

one to whom unlooked-for rescue comes in

the moment of deadly peril. He had heard

a voice out of the dear past. He paused

for a moment and then resumed his walk.

Again he paused, and a look of sudden stern

resolve shone in his eyes as he turned and

walked in the direction from which he had

COne.

I had witnessed a battle between spiritual

and unspiritual forces. The spirit had con

quered the flesh. The young man's will had

been reënforced in the crisis of his battle. A

voice out of the immortal world had silenced

the sin-prompting, had put to flight the

world siren that lured him to ill. “So near

is heaven to earth !” I cried, and as I opened

my eyes, if tears were on my cheeks, they

were not tears of grief. My guide said,
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“Very near, indeed, but not all mortal ears

are sensitive to heavenly voices. Wilful

continuance in sin, deliberate disobedience

to heavenly voices, dulls and deadens the

senses of the soul.” His words reminded

me of the memorable epigram of a preacher

I used to hear,-“One who lives in a ma

chine-shop cannot hear the music of an

AEolian harp.”
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A CITY BY THE CRYSTAL SEA

£ALACES, mansions, pavil

| ions, I had seen—gates,

towers, arches—but no place

-# of worship, no altar, no

*@*# shrine. My mind was en

gaged in this reflection when my guide, evi

dently to guard me from a mistaken notion,

reminded me: “It is written that the Apos

tolic Dreamer saw no temple in the New

*NS=2. Sa-A

Jerusalem. All this realm is a temple. Our

every breath is worship and our every

thought is praise. There is no need for

sacred places, since every place is sacred

where God's glory dwelleth. Earth is full

of the riches of His goodness, but heaven is

full of the riches of His glory. Yet,” con

tinued he, “think not there are no places of

special interest to the ransomed of the Lord.
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You have seen some of them, and you shall

see others. There are no ‘times and seasons’

here, and yet they who enter these gates

bring with them inextinguishable memories

of certain great events, epochal incidents not

alone in their lives but in the history of the

race. They who have followed Christ on

earth can never forget in eternity the deep

significance of feasts and fasts, of commem

orative anniversaries, the observance of

which has helped them on their heavenly

way. They who sang their Christmas

hymns on earth, their penitential hymns on

Good Friday, their Easter anthems, cease

not their grateful praise even though they

may have learned the new song, the song

that mortal tongues could never sing.”

Even before he spoke I knew that there

were some sights in heaven which my eyes

could not see, some sounds which my ears

could not hear, until for me the sights and

sounds of earth had closed forever. How

ever, I could not stifle the wish that I might
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hear the song of the same angels that sang

the birth of the Wonderful Child in Judea,

and that I might see how immortals celebrate

the Saviour's mortal birth. To satisfy my

longing heart, my companion resumed,

“You shall see, if you remain faithful until

the end, when you leave behind you the

garments of mortality, how like earth at its

best heaven may be.” Dull as I was, “slow

of heart to believe” and inexpert in the in

terpretation of spiritual truths, I had already

seen in some degree that heaven is indeed

the fulfillment and completion of earth at its

best.

In my vision I next journeyed from the

city in the Morning Land to another, builded

on the shores of a crystal sea. The way

from city to city was along a smooth white

thoroughfare. There were gardens on either

side, standing out with their brilliant colors

against a background of trees of lofty height

—odorous cedars, tall poplars, spreading

palms and flowering locusts. Through open

[172 |



A City by the Crystal Sea

ings among the trees I saw park-like mead

ows with hedges of blossoming shrubs like

nothing I had ever seen before. While I

paused a moment to survey the exquisitely

beautiful landscape, I heard a skylark's

song; bell-like, the sound rose from a field

of clover.

The approach to the city by the sea was

over a mountain, which we ascended so

gradually and easily that we had reached

the summit before I was aware that we had

risen to a height from which a bird’s-eye

view was possible both in the direction from

which we had come, and looking towards

the sea. It was evident to me that this city

was of great antiquity; not that any sign of

decay was visible, but that its architecture

was of a type belonging to an age in the

history of humanity before the dawn of the

Christian era. I had looked at it but a mo

ment when it flashed upon my mind what

city on earth this place most resembled. It

lay before me, the city of a dream, and yet
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there were the walls and palaces, the towers

and pools of the City of David as it must

have been in the golden age of its splendor.

I saw innumerable streams flowing through

orchards and gardens, making their way

towards the sea. I thought, “Are these the

streams that make glad the City of God?”

I heard the music of the sea from afar like

the echo of an infinite choir. (I remember

the ancient Greeks believed that Orpheus

was drowned and that, hence, water is mu

sical.) I could see the waves breaking gently

upon the shore.

In the center of the city rose a hill crowned

with a building, or rather a group of build

ings. It may not be possible for us to

reconstruct, even in imagination, Solomon's

Temple as it appeared in the golden age of

Jerusalem. In size, the temple of my vision

far exceeded that, but the general outline

must have been much the same. There

were courts within courts, and massive gates

on either side. I could see from the moun

[174 |



A City by the Crystal Sea

tain upon which I stood that a great pro

cession was wending its way up the hill

towards the most beautiful gate of the

temple and through it into the outer court.

Here my guide enlightened me. He said,

“The architects who planned and the

artisans who built the temple in which God

was worshiped for a thousand years have

planned and built this temple, and to it

come constantly those to whom the thought

of it was dear in the other world. Those

who enter it find now no altar of sacrifice,—

He to whom those ancient blood-symbols

pointed, the eternal Lamb, having been slain

once for all.” As he spoke I heard, above

the sweet sound of the sea, the song of

singers in the temple. I could discern in it

the music of child-voices. The song grew

in volume, until I could think only of those

words in the book of Revelation which de

scribe the chorus of “ten thousand times ten

thousand, and thousands of thousands.”

Looking more closely, I could see in the
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center of an open court of the temple the

radiant figure of a Man—the same I had

seen on the bank of the river—the Good

Shepherd among His lambs. Suddenly I

made out the words of the song; they were

of Him, and thus they ran : “Worthy is the

Lamb that has been slain, to receive power

and riches and wisdom and might and honor

and glory and blessing.” Separate groups

of singers somewhat distant from the central

group responded with a sevenfold “Amen.”

Those nearest the figure of the Man knelt

before Him.

Just as the echoes of the incomparable

song died away within my ears, I saw the

colossal figure of a Cross, planted in the

midst of the inner court of the temple, rising

into the very sky. (There are two pictures

by old Italian masters, which represent the

Cross as planted on the earth and reaching

to the stars, as if to suggest its universal

appeal and power. I wonder if those old

artists had such a dream as mine.)
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As I gazed upon the Cross, in the light of

which the city and the temple vanished

from my view, it changed its form, and

where the Cross had stood, I saw a tree

which, for all its towering height and im

mense spread of branches, suggested noth

ing so much as the tree of the Apocalypse

which “bare twelve manner of fruits

and the leaves of the tree were for the heal

ing of the nations.”

It came not as a surprise to me when my

guide said, “Your vision soon must fade.

Your journey draws near its end.” Like the

disciples who witnessed the transfiguration

of Jesus, I coveted the continuance of the

experience. Yet I knew that I must return

to the life I had left and the tasks that were

unfinished. My companion—I had almost

said my comforter—assured me, “You shall

see the Treasury of Prayer before you take

your place again with those whose prayers

ascend unceasingly to God.” So saying, he

took my hand and then ensued a journey of
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inconceivable rapidity, yet with the ease of

thought. We passed over high mountains

and illimitable plains. Other cities appeared

to my view for an instant, from some of

which there rose the hum of voices in speech

or song. The sound I heard most distinctly

seemed to reach me from a place within the

circle of surrounding hills, a sort of natural

amphitheater. It was the music of a thou

sand-throated organ, a treasury of sweet and

soothing sounds.

At last—and I do not mean to convey the

impression that the flight was a weary one

or that I was impatient for it to end—in the

distance at my right I saw in the midst of a

familiar plain the octagonal Tower of Vic

tory, and the network of highways leading

thereto. Then I knew from the general di

rection of our flight that I was to see again,

and was probably to make my exit by, one

of the gates on the western boundary of the

city.

If my journey was to end so soon, I
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thought, surely it is proper that I should

thank my guide, my heavenly benefactor.

Straightway he spoke, “We are never hap

pier than when showing the beauty and the

bounty of our heavenly home. Next to be

holding the face of the Father, the chief joy

of the inhabitants of this country consists

in helping others to be happy. This is

God's will. The Golden Rule that Jesus

gave your world is the supreme law here.”

Perhaps it was because “exceeding peace”

had “made me bold” that I inquired, “Were

you also once a dweller on earth?” He re

plied, “I saw your world flung off into space

from the flaming furnace of the sun. I saw

the forces ordained by the Father shaping it

into beauty. I saw the beginning of life on

your planet, and marked the moment when

man first dared to call himself a child of

God. I have seen empires rise and fall, dy

nasties perish, kings measure strength with

the King of kings and go down to death. I

have borne messages to the prophets of the

[179 |



Through Gates of Pearl

Lord in your world, and have been among

those who encamped on earthly hills when

they that feared the Lord called upon Him

for succor. I saw the star hang over Beth

lehem and witnessed His return when He

ascended on high “leading captivity captive

and bearing gifts for men. My interest in

the world and its inhabitants will not end

until the last child of earth enters the death

less life.”

While he had been speaking, we came

within sight of the Treasury of Prayer.

Earthly treasuries are built with the strength

of forts, in order to defeat the purposes of

those who would “break through and steal.”

This structure more resembled a palace of

pearl. Yet it did not look unsubstantial—

rather the work of infinitely artistic hands.

The pearl mosque at Agra is less beautiful,

more evidently earthly than the building of

my dream. The door on the side from

which I saw it was of panelled pearl, set in a

framework of sapphire. Through it I did
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not pass, but into the wonderful interior I

was permitted to look, for the door stood

ajar and white-winged messengers, moving

swiftly, entered.

Have you ever looked into the receiving

room of a great telegraph center? If so,

you have had the impression that the place

you saw was connected with the uttermost

parts of the earth, and, in a sense, doubtless

it was so connected. As I gazed into the

Treasury of Prayer, I had that same impres

sion raised to its highest power. But this,

I learned, was also a sending-station, for

through other doors God’s couriers, having

received their “sealed orders,” were passing

out. In the very center of the Treasury of

Prayer I saw what seemed to be a great

golden basin. About it stood four and

twenty brightly clad angels with crystal vials

in their hands out of which there continually

poured a stream of glittering jewels, small

but perfect, and reflecting light each from

unnumbered facets. It was like a shower of
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liquid sunshine. “These,” said my guide,

“are heavenly symbols of the supplications

of the saints—their intercessions and thanks

givings.” I marked that the jewels being

poured out varied in radiance and that some

seemed tinged with scarlet light. “Those,”

said my guide, “are emblems of the prayers

of parents for their children. But the bright

est jewel that flashes within those walls sym

bolizes the intercession of the Great High

Priest, our Lord Himself.” “All this is too

wonderful for my understanding,” I cried,

“and yet it is enough to know that the faint

prayers of God's struggling children on earth

are precious in His sight.”

“Let us now go to the Interpreters' Gate,”

said my companion, and to that portal we

passed. I had stood before it earlier in my

vision. Through it I had been readmitted

after passing from gate to gate along the

shining stairway. Through it I was also to

leave the City, my vision being ended. The

Interpreters' Gate was also the Prophets'
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Gate, and as we approached it I observed

that throngs of newly-arrived pilgrims were

coming in, every one receiving an abundant

welcome. They included representatives of

all races and nations, and I thought of Bishop

How's hymn:

“From earth's wide bounds, from ocean's farthest

Coast,

Through gates of pearl streams in the countless

host,

Singing to Father, Son and Holy Ghost,

Alleluia!”

Before my vision faded, the angel of my

journey addressed me, saying, “Heaven has

no message for earth save that which has

been delivered by the prophets and apostles.

Say to those who are the Lord's remem

brancers that His word can never fail, and

that he that doeth the will of God abideth

forever. See that thou hold fast that which

thou hast, that no man take thy crown. For

get not the trimmed lamp and the girt loin,
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for in such an hour as ye think not the Bride

groom cometh.”

He remained at my side as I passed

through the inner gate and down the stair

way to the Gate of Pearl. Through it I

looked into the surrounding darkness lighted

up here and there only with twinkling stars.

Then there fell upon my spirit a deep slum

ber, and when I awoke from it I was again

in the world of time, within the old familiar

walls, weak of body, but strong of faith and

firm of hope. Not voice of angel-guide nor

music of heavenly choir is graven on my

memory so deeply as the words of Him my

soul seeketh, “Behold I come quickly, and

my reward is with me.”
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THE VISION ENDED, WHAT

AEMAIAWS 2

&: FTER a journey to another

continent or a tour around

the world, one must have

some time to review the

things he has seen and

heard, and in communion with his own heart

to classify and correlate his impressions. It

was several months after my dream journey

before I had the courage to attempt to re

duce my experience to writing. Doubtless

it is one of the functions of memory to enable

one to recall in calm moments what may

have passed with insufficient notice at a time

of crowded thoughts and feelings. Some

parts of my vision appear now even more

distinctly, as to their true significance, than

when the hand of my angel guide rested
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upon my shoulder. I will attempt to review

a few of the deepest impressions I received

and will carry with me through the re

mainder of my days beneath the sun. It

is not necessary to dogmatize or to draw

conclusions. Rather, having told my story,

I desire only to sum up the lessons I have

learned which have any bearing upon my

future attitude towards life, death—and what

comes afterwards.

First of all, death has no power to terrify my

mind, or to fill it with vague forebodings of

the hour when heart and flesh shall fail. I

think I know the secret of what happens to

the human spirit the first five minutes after

death. It is vastly comforting to know that,

whatever happens, we shall “hold together,”

we shall still consist, persist; that life is a

continuous line, bent, but not broken, by the

dissolution of the body. What do I mean

by “bent”? Certainly I do not mean that

life is impaired in any sense by death, but

rather that it is affected by transfer from one
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medium to another only as rays of light are

affected—as our vision is affected when we

look at a stick partly in the air and partly in

the water: the stick seems broken, but is not.

A dear friend who had lost three children,

each at about the same age, said, at the

burial of the last, “I am a rich man and I

have achieved what people call fame, but I

would gladly give up all my goods and all

my reputation if I might know positively

that my children are somewhere—that they

still live.” That friend himself has died

within the last year. Now he knows. I

recall another who on the morning of the

day he died, conscious of the approach of

death, whispered, “To-night I shall know

all.”

Do my readers remember that sweet poem

of Richard Lew Dawson entitled “Who's

Afraid?” Well, since my vision of the

immortal world, whenever I hear one speak

who is in bondage to the fear of death, and

whenever the thought of death obtrudes itself
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upon my mind, I feel like saying, “Who's

afraid P”

The author of “Una Mary,” a wonderfully

interesting study in child psychology, a story

which is a sort of mental autobiography, re

lates that when she was between twelve and

fourteen years of age, in association with two

or three other girls of about the same age,

she compiled a collection of new words. It

seems they were very conscious of the limita

tions of their vocabulary, and it was easier

for them to coin new words than to attempt

to find old ones to satisfy their needs.

Among the words they coined was “trando.”

“Trando,” she explains, in their lexicon

stood for the feeling children have when

they see a road leading up a mountain with

a pair of bars at the top. They know

the road runs on, though out of sight.

“Trando,” the author says, “means the feel

ing of ‘something more.’” If I could enter

into the imaginations of those children, I

would say that, since returning from my
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journey, death suggests only “something

more.” -

I am not so foolish as to believe that this

confidence in the unbroken continuity of life

can be attained only by those who have been

permitted to see in some fashion the secrets

of the world to come. We may be as sure

of what we have not seen as if we had

seen it. The bodily senses are very untrust

worthy. With the wonderful sight of the

soul, we who believe in Christ—that God hath

raised Him from the dead—already see that

“death itself is slain,

To be the victor nevermore again.”

I have already spoken of the impression I

received concerning the reality of the heav

enly life. It is not as the old Greeks im

agined it to be, an underground realm where

ghostly shapes grope in darkness. The

celestial body is as real as the terrestrial

body, only infinitely more mobile, facile, and

obedient to the wishes of the spirit that re

sides within it.
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Joseph Cook's well-known figure of speech,

in which he represents the earthly body as

the instrument of the spirit, is an excellent

one. He likens the spirit to a musician and

the body to the organ upon which the mu

sician plays. The organ grows old and falls

to pieces, but the musician does not fall to

pieces—he gets another instrument, more

perfect and more permanent than the old

one. Useless are speculations as to the

character of the celestial body, but is it not

enough to know that “as we have borne the

image of the earthly, so shall we also bear

the image of the heavenly ” ”

I now reflect—though, to be perfectly

candid, the fact did not impress me at the

time—that there were differences, apparently

of quality and power, in the spiritual bodies

of those I saw within the Gates of Pearl.

What I mean to say is, some seemed to

move more easily, to be, if I may venture

the expression, more vital than others. We

know it is so here : there are bodies that
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move more gracefully than others. There

are those who seem gifted by nature with a

sort of airy grace. It is a quality of the

flesh, dependent, in what measure we may

not say, upon some quality of the spirit. I

saw no inhabitant of the City of God whose

movements were not vastly more beautiful

than are those of the daintiest and most

graceful child of earth. There was that

about all the angelic forms I saw which sug

gested the rhythm and poetry of motion.

Yet there were differences.

Certainly they who have entered into

“larger life in God's own sight” are en

dowed with new bodily faculties. Perhaps

this may tax the faith of some, but why

should it? A score of years ago it would

have been regarded as fanciful if one had

predicted that the time was coming when we

could flash our messages of thought from

continent to continent, over seas and moun

tains, without the use of clumsy wires. That

the redeemed from earth acquire new psychic
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powers is very clear. My guide again and

again answered my unspoken questions, and

read my mind as one reads an open book.

Spirit spoke to spirit without the use of

words. I have known human minds that

possessed some such faculty as this, but in

no such measure.

I have said I was not admitted to the

Presence Hall of the Infinite. And yet,

throughout all my journey, from gate to

gate, from palace to pavilion, from realm to

realm, I was conscious that I was not out of

the presence of the Infinite. The sense of

God's not-far-awayness was present every

where. How can I describe it? I have had

some rare moments on earth, as doubtless

all others have who, through faith in Christ,

have tasted “the good word of God and the

powers of the world to come.” There have

been transfiguration peaks, mounts of vision

upon which the veil that separates the finite

from the Infinite has seemed to grow quite

thin. But such experiences have been brief
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and seldom. There are times when, in

prayer, the soul reaches unwonted heights.

There are sacramental seasons when heaven

bends low above the earth-bound pilgrim.

A well-known American bishop speaks of a

certain day during a long and critical illness

he suffered as his “pearl of days.” He was

always reticent as to the vision he was

granted, but he declared he had great com

fort in the consciousness of the nearness of

God. The New Testament phrase for such

experiences is a curious one; our English

translators render it by such a phrase as

“sitting together in heavenly places in

Christ Jesus.” The word “places” is sup

plied—there is no such word in the original.

So, it may as well read, “in the heavenlies

in Christ Jesus.”

I must include, among my memories of

Immanuel's Land, perfect freedom from

everything that taxes and vexes human life.

I saw no sight and heard no sound to remind

me of selfishness or sin. Think what it must
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be to inhabit a world in which there is “no

more curse”! I saw populous cities, but no

cemetery. I passed edifices erected for com

munity use, but no jail, no hospital, no asy

lum for the defective, no orphans' home ! I

do not know the full significance of those

words of John the Divine Dreamer, in which

he speaks of a world in which there shall be

no more sea and no more night, but, I take

it, to him the sea was a symbol of separation

and the night was an emblem of mystery.

I saw the sea and stood upon its shore. I

visited the Vale of Night, as I have related.

But do not conclude that my poor vision

contradicts the perfect one of the exile on

Patmos. All that I saw corresponds per

fectly to the vision of the aged apostle.

God gave him a glimpse of a Living Land

from which were excluded all sadness of

parting, all unrest of baffled quest for truth.

If I were asked to describle in a single

phrase the activities of the spirit world, I

could not better express my conception of
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the employments of immortal beings than to

say, “They serve Him continually.” This

was written large on every face and beamed

from every eye, “God’s will is our delight.”

I confess that now as I review the ques

tions I asked my guide in the other world,

as I recall the phases of the immortal life

concerning which I sought enlightenment, I

am amazed that it never occurred to me to

ask concerning the resumed relationships of

earth—as to reunion of families, recognition

of friends, the taking up again of broken ties

that bound together life and life. Yet, per

haps it is not so strange, since it was per

fectly apparent to me that memory continues

in the life to come, beautified and clarified,

indeed, until it becomes memory at its best.

Upon this fact and upon the further fact that

personality is evidently unimpaired by the

incident of death, may be based a very defi

nite assurance that we shall know each other

there, and that we shall know so much more

perfectly than here, that in comparison the
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most intimate earthly friendship will seem a

superficial thing.

To all who may inquire, seeking enlight

enment upon some detail of the heavenly

life, let this be the sufficient answer,-“We

shall be satisfied when we awake, with His

likeness.” Explanation and Satisfaction are

the great words that loom up and shine out

from my memory of the vision. If I have

painted the picture of an unspiritual heaven,

it is because human speech lacks terms to

describe some thoughts that are too deep

for words. Certainly the Christian heaven,

the dwelling-place of saints, is no Moham

medan Paradise. The glory of “the general

assembly and church of the first-born” is

first of all that of similitude to the Divine

character. We shall be like Him.

And, wonder of all wonders, surprise of all

surprises, revelation of all revelations, He

bears in that World beyond all worlds the

same image He bore when He trod the

paths of earth. The Man, Christ Jesus, the
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God-Man, is still and will be, eternally, “first

among His brethren.” So this I know,

that humanity, with all its weakness and

wickedness, with all its poverty of resources

and handicaps of heredity and environment,

is stamped with the image of its Creator.

And the image, marred as it has been, is

restored at the hand of Him of whose crea

tive thought we are the product.

If I were to be asked, “What is the prac

tical value of such a vision as yours?” I

must reply: Apart from the comfort derived

from the possession of definite ideas of the

beauty and bounty, the serenity and satis

faction, of “Jerusalem the Golden,” the fruit

of such a vision must be chiefly in the inevi

table revision of life's values, the reappraise

ment of life's treasures. Earth has lost none

of its beauty, none of its charm, but it has

lost its finality, its ultimateness. And duty

seems not so forbidding, even when it in

volves obnoxious tasks. It is easier to bear

and forbear, easier to surrender self, to “do
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without,” since the end is certain, and the

end is near. What we sometimes call the

end of life is but life's true beginning.

“Trandol" The road does not end at the

top of the hill—nor at the bottom. Over

the hill lies a valley. The valley is dark

with shadows, but beyond the shadows is a

great light.

The dream-journey is ended. My feet

again tread familiar paths. But my heart

often grows homesick as I contemplate the

joys of Over There. The vision has not un

fitted me, I hope, to finish my tasks. I shall

strive to “endure as seeing the invisible.”

But

“Life to me is as a station

Wherein, apart, a traveller stands

One absent long from home and nation,

In other lands

“And I, as he who stands and listens,

Amid the twilight's chill and gloom,

To hear, approaching in the distance,

The train for home.”

Printed in the United States of America
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